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m*  13uH=JFtgf)tEr 

The  Spanish  bull-fight  is  a  more  romantic  spectacle  than  the 
English  bull-bait.  At  the  one,  the  two  legged  animal  is  opposed  to 
the  four ;  at  the  other,  ’tis  four  legs  against  four,  set  on  by  the  greater 
brute  upon  two.  Nobles  and  high-born  dames  sit  among  the  admir¬ 
ing  spectators  at  the  bull-fight ;  the  bear-bait  is  patronised  by  the  re¬ 
fuse  of  mankind.  We  defend  neither ;  both  are  cruel,  and  differ  only 
in  degree.  All  sports  that  inflict  pain  on  any  living  thing,  without 
attaining  some  useful  end,  is  unmanly  and  cowardly.  Wild  boars, 
wolves,  foxes,  &c.,  may  be  hunted  to  extermination,  for  they  are 
public  robbers ;  but  to  hunt  the  noble  deer  for  the  mere  pleasure  of 
hunting  him,  is  base.  It  is  a  refinement  on  bull-baiting.  The  bull 
is  tethered  and  cannot  get  loose;  the  deer,  trusting  to  two  pair  of 
fleet  legs,  if  his  heart  break  not  in  the  interval,  may  outrun  his  pur¬ 
suers.  With  all  our  love  of  honest  Izaack  Walton,  and  admiration  of 
his  cheerful  piety  and  beautiful  philosophy,  we  feel  a  shuddering 
when  the  sentimental  old  savage  gives  his  minute  instructions  how 
most  skilfully  to  transfix  a  writhing  worm,  and  torture  a  poor 
fish  !  Piscator  is  no  exception  to  our  anathema he  is  a  cowardly 
rogue  to  sit  upon  a  fair  bank,  the  sun  shining  above,  and  the  pure 
stream  rippling  beneath,  with  his  instruments  of  death,  playing 
pang  against  pang,  and  life  against  life,  for  his  comtemplative  recrea¬ 
tion.  What  would  the  varlet  say  to  a  hook  through  his  own  gullet? 
Would  it  mitigate  his  dying  agonies  to  hear  his  dirge  (even  the  milk¬ 
maid’s  song !)  chanted  in  harmonious  concert  with  a  brother  of  the 
angle,  who  had  played  the  like  sinister  trick  on  his  companion  in  the 
waters  ? 

Yet  the  bull-bait  is  capable  of  stage  effect.  We  are  a  century  be¬ 
hind  in  not  dramatising  the  bull.  How  comes  it  that  John,  who  owes 
to  him  his  cognomen  and  beef,  should  shelve  his  old  friend  for  lions 
and  tigers,  when,  well  worried,  he  would  be  the  greatest  lion  of  them 
all?  He  would  replenish  the  playhouse  coffers— for  he  has  the  horn 
of  plenty,  which  his  torm  enters  know  to  their  cost.  Critics  would 
not  cut  him  up,  for  they  prefer  roasting  him  dead,  to  roasting  him 
alive;  and  if  he  got  loose,  the  drama’s  modest  patrons  must  surely 
applaud  him !  Besides,  the  better  sort,  who  tight  shy  of  Smithfield 
butchers  and  costermongers,  might  not  grudge  a  few  shillings  for 
so  novel  an  exhibition.  Tiers  (upper  and  lower)  would  o’erflow;  and 
though  the  spectacle  might  not  awaken  any  very  tender  emotions  in 
the  audience,  it  would  make  their  beef  the  tenderer. 

Mr.  Almar  has  introduced  a  bull-fighter,  but  omitted  the  bull. — 
Some  inconvenience  might  have  arisen  from  the  animal  having  the 
entree  of  the  green-room.  To  sky  a  copper  is  nothing  uncommon 
among  theatrical  pals ;  but  had  the  bull  proposed  a  toss,  heads  and 
tails  would  have  been  cried  in  a  new  key.  We  hope  the  manager 
will  not  suffer  for  his  strange  partiality  to  two-legged  performers.  If 
two  heads  (according  to  the  proverb)  are  better  than  one,  four  legs 
must  be  better  than  two.  Yet  has  Mr.  Davidge,  with  singular  teme¬ 
rity,  trusted  to  the  pens  of  playwrights,  rather  than  to  the  pens  of 
Smithfield. 

Of  this— critics  are  limited  to  two  legs— we  cordially  approve;  and 
hope  all  who  are  similarly  curtailed  will  do  their  best  to  indemnify 
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manager  and  author  against  such  long  odds  as  four  to  two.  We  con¬ 
template  with  dismay  this  growing  rage  for  quadrupeds.  Had  the 
Bull-lighter  been  a  portrait  number,  and  the  bull  one  of  the  leading 
actors,  we  should  have  been  on  the  horns  of  a  dilemma.  Would  the 
bull  have  sat  to  Buss?  Could  D.— G.  have  biographised  the  bull? — 
We  rejoice  that  the  bold  Toreador  battles  with  the  bull  behind  the 
scenes  rather  than  before,  especially  a3  we  sat  in  the  pit !  We  have 
heard  of  a  bull  in  a  china-shop— it  would  be  something  new  to  see 
him  in  the  orchestra ! 

Manuel  Austurias,  a  Toreador,  or  bull-lighter,  is  to  make  his  debut 
on  the  arena  at  Madrid.  The  citizens  flock  to  the  spectacle;  the 
king,  queen,  and  nobles  are  assembled;  and  intense  anxiety  prevails 
for  the  combatants  to  begin.  Amidst  all  this  enthusiasm,  the  Tore¬ 
ador  is  dispirited.  He  is  spell-bound  by  a  prophecy: 

“  Toreador !  Toreador  !  to  thine  infant  ear  I  sing, 

A  Duchess  shall  present  to  thee  this  pledge— a  bridal  ring !” 

He  cannot  fight  to-day;  he  will  give  the  bull  a  holiday,  and  tackle 
him  at  a  time  when  he  is  in  better  tune.  But  Genevieve,  a  young  ac¬ 
tress  who,  on  the  evening  of  the  next  day,  is  to  make  her  first  ap¬ 
pearance  at  the  prince’s  theatre,  rallies  him  on  his  superstitious  fears. 
A  loud  shout  hails  the  entrance  of  his  two-legged  rival,  Roderique,  in 
the  circle;  he  starts  from  his  reverie,  and  rushes  forth  with  impetuo¬ 
sity  to  brave  the  bull.  Among  the  spectators  is  Omphale,  Duchess 
des  los  Zelos,  whose  excessive  pride  has  gained  her  the  additional  title 
of  Lucifer’s  Daughter.  She  leaves  her  seat  on  the  royal  pavilion  for  one 
at  the  inn  of  the  Holy- Rood;  places  herself  next  to  the  debutante; 
introduces  the  name  of  the  Toreador ;  learns  that  he  is  her  affianced 
husband ;  and  in  reply  to  a  question,  as  to  what  sum  she  would  take 
to  part  from  him  for  ever,  is  further  informed  that  the  Duchess’s  im¬ 
mense  wealth  doubled  and  trebled,  and  when  again  trebled,  trebled 
again,  would  not  purchase  the  sacrifice.  At  this  moment,  Ma¬ 
nuel,  bearing  the  laurel  crown  of  victory  enters,  and  is  about  to  place 
it  on  the  head  of  Genevieve,  when  Omphale,  snatching  it  from  his 
hand,  whispers  that  a  rich  reward  awaits  his  triumph,  and  desires 
him  to  repair  to  her  palace  on  the  following  day.  Manuel  promises 
to  be  punctual,  and  repeats  in  a  low  voice  the  prophecy  that  had  so 
much  disturbed  him. 

The  Duchess  has  a  confident  in  Estercolar,  owner  of  a  desolate 
house,  on  every  door  of  which  a  red  cross  is  marked,  in  remembrance 
of  some  foul  deed  perpetrated  there  long  since.  This  man  is  a  scare¬ 
crow  among  the  little  boys,  who,  whenever  he  walks  abroad,  greet 
him  with  this  question— “  Have  you  let  your  house?” — implying  the 
impossibility  of  its  being  tenanted,  except  by  the  devil.  Yet  one  so¬ 
litary  creature  inhabits  the  cellar— Tempesta,  a  reputed  astrologer, 
who  knows  what  a  terrible  rogue  his  landlord  is,  and  treats  him  ac¬ 
cordingly .  Thither  the  Toreador  repairs,  to  learn  the  meaning  of  the 
prophecy.  The  cunning  man  tells  him  that  he  loves  the  proud  Du¬ 
chess.  This  fires  his  ambition  ;  he  laments  his  low  birth  and  estate, 
and  determines  to  quit  the  arena,  fight  for  his  country,  and  kill  men  in¬ 
stead  of  bulls.  While  this  valiant  fit  is  on  him,  Omphale  knocks  at 
the  door,  upon  an  inquisitive  errand ;  the  conjurer  thrusts  off  Manuel, 
and  receives  his  noble  visiter  with  becoming  ceremony.  After  some 
flirtation,  and  the  reminiscence  of  one  of  the  lady’s  murdered  fa¬ 
vourites,  the  conjurer  coughs  significantly,  and  Manuel  starts  from 
his  hiding  place  Passion  on  both  sides  is  unreservedly  confessed  ; 
the  Toreador  and  the  Duchess  are  upon  terms ;  when  Genevieve  sud¬ 
denly  descends  into  the  sanctum.  No  reproaches  fall  from  her  lips ; 
Manuel  is  conscience-stricken  ;  and  the  odds  are  now  in  favour  of  that 
will  be  true  to  his  first  love. 
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The  fair  debutante  is  now  on  the  eve  of  making  her  appearance  at 
the  theatre  royal.  The  overture  is  playing ;  the  audience  are  on  the 
tiptoe  of  expectation ;  the  call-boy  is  all  lungs  and  legs ;  and  the 
green-room  is  crowded  with  dramatis  personae.  Poor  Genevieve, 
heart  broken  at  the  Toreador’s  inconstancy,  and  frightened  out  of  her 
wits,  is  cheered,  and  all  but  pushed  on  the  stage,  by  a  kind-hearted 
sister  of  the  sock;— and  while  the  magnates  behind  the  scenes  are 
good-naturedly  speculating  upon  her  probable  reception,  shouts  of 
applause  rend  the  theatre;  bravos1  bravissimos !  resound  from  all 
sides ;  for  Genevieve  has  subdued  all  hearts,  and  captivated  all  eyes. 
The  Duchess  and  Manuel  occupy  a  royal  box.  Jealousy  flashes  from 
her  tierce  eyes  as  she  beholds  the  success  of  the  signora,  and  the  de¬ 
light  of  Manuel ;  and  to  prevent  their  anticipated  reunion,  she  com¬ 
missions  Estercolar  to  fasten  a  quarrel  upon  him  ;  provoke  a  duel; 
feign  to  be  mortally  wounded;  disappear  as  if  dead;  the  Toreador 
will  then  be  seized,  and  sent  to  the  galleys  for  life.  All  this  is  done; 
and  just  as  Genevieve  has  finished  her  part,  she  receives  a  letter  from 
Manuel,  announcing  bis  mishap.  Knowing  the  great  influence  of  the 
Duchess,  she  falls  at  her  feet,  and  implores  her  intercession  for  the 
pardon  of  her  lover.  ’Tis  promised  on  one  condition— that  she  in¬ 
stantly  quits  Madrid. 

lu  the  grand  Hall  of  Festival,  where  all  the  rank  and  fashion  of  Ma¬ 
drid  are  assembled  at  a  masked  ball,  the  Duchess,  in  order  to  fulfil 
the  prophecy  of  the  ancient  legend,  resolves  to  present  Manuel  with 
a  bridal  ring.  She  calls  on  the  company  to  witness  the  solemn  com¬ 
pact;  and  when  she  stretches  forth  her  hand  haughtily  for  the  Torea¬ 
dor  to  put  the  ring  upon  her  finger,  he  performs  that  ceremony  to 
Genevieve !  In  vain  the  enraged  Duchess  appeals  to  the  splendid 
throng;  she  may  as  well  sing  psalms  to  a  dead  horse. 

Estercolar,  bearing  a  lighted  torch,  leads  Omphale  into  the  solitary 
street  where  stands  his  dismal  den.  In  an  adjoining  house,  Genevieve 
sleeps.  From  that  she  must  be  decoyed  into  a  chamber  contiguous  to 
his  own,  where  there  is  a  shattered  panel,  in  which  a  harquebus  may  be 
introduced.  He  is  not  to  fire  until  the  Duchess  gives  the  signal.  The 
stratagem  succeeds;  Genevieve  and  Manuel  are  in  the  fatal  room,  and 
are  soon  joined  by  the  Duchess  The  Toreador,  in  polite  terms,  re¬ 
nounces  his  titled  mistress.  She  is  thunderstruck  ;  drops  upon  her 
knees ;  olfers  the  actress  half  her  fortune  all !  Not  a  penny  will  she 
touch.  Then  return  the  bridal  ring.  Never!  Furious  with  desdair,  she 
makes  a  rush  at  Genevieve  ;  the  conjurer  steps  in  between  them  ;  new 
wonders  are  revealed ;  for,  casting  off  his  astrologer’s  garb,  who  should 
the  Duchess  behold  but  Juan,  her  former  lover,  whom  she  supposed 
had  been  dispatched,  according  to  order!  Nor  does  the  marvellous 
stop  here;  for  in  Juan,  the  Toreador  discovers  his  long-lost  brother! 
At  this  moment,  Omphale  gives  the  signal  to  fire.  Off  goes  Ester- 
colar’s  harquebus,  and  levels  the  proud  lady  ;—  for  Estercolar,  fearing 
she  would  betray  him  at  last,  thought  it  most  prudent  to  put  it  out  of 
her  power  so  to  do. 

Other  characters,  besides  those  we  have  noticed,  figure  away  on  the 
scene.  Timeo,  an  apparitor  or  call-boy,  belonging  to  the  theatre,  a 
dramatic  legitimatist,  played  laughably  by  that  droll  and  diminutive 
comedian,  Mr.  Ross ;  Sombrone,  a  moody  bravo,  &c.  &c.  The  piece 
was  got  up  with  the  attention  and  liberality  that  mark  Mr.  Davidge’s 
management.  Mr.  E  F.  Saville,  who  has  become  a  great  favourite 
at  the  Surrey,  was  the  triumphant  Toreador;  and  Dale,  (a  very  judi¬ 
cious  and  improving  actor,)  Tempesta. 

Mr.  Almar,  after  an  absence  of  two  seasons  from  the  stage,  re-ap¬ 
peared  in  the  villain  Estercolar.  Has  Mr.  Almar  been  emitting  flame 
and  smoke  as  a  fiery  dragon  at  Bartlemy  Fair?-or  starring  it,  as 
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Hurlothrumbo,  in  a  theatrical  carravan?  Certes,  he  has  contracted 
some  Tragedy  Merry-Audrewisms,  that  betray  Gyngel  and  Richardson 
in  every  antic. 

D. - G. 


©ast  of  tf)c  Characters, 

As  performed,  at  the  Royal  Surrey  Theatre,  October,  1838. 


Manuel  Austurias  (a  Young  Toreador)  ....  Mr.  E.  F.  Saville. 

Tempesta  {the  Tenant  of  the  Cellar) . Mr.  Dale. 

Kstercolar  ( Owner  of  the  House  of  the  Red  Cross )  Mr.  G.  Almar. 

Garcia  (a  Dramatic  Director) . Mr.  Forbes. 

Tiineo  (an  Apparitor,  or  Call  Boy) . Mr.  Ross. 

Count  P amp eluna  (a  Spanish  Nobleman)  .  .  .  Mr.  Simpson. 

Count  Romero  (his  Friend) . Mr.  France. 

Alguazil . Mr.  Chapino. 

Calcavella  (a  Deaf  Merchant) . Mr.  R.  Green. 

Sombrone  (a  Bravo,  related  to  Estercolar)  .  .  .  Mr.  Cullen. 

Omphale,  the  Duchess  des  los  Z elos . Mrs.  H  Vining. 

Genevieve  (an  Andalusian  Actress) . Miss  L.  Melville. 

Bascalina  (a  Comedian) . Miss.  Grant, 

Dame  Estrella  (Hostess  of  the  Holy  Rood)  .  .  .  Mrs.  W.  Daly. 


Guests,  Muleteers,  Corps  dc  Ballet,  §c. 


CEostume. 


MANUEL  AUSTURIAS. — First  dress:  Spanish  brown  jacket  and 
buff  breeches,  richly  trimmed.  Second  dress  :  Crimson  silk  velvet 
shape  and  robe.  Third  dress  :  The  same  as  the  first. 

TEMPESTA. — First  dress :  Black  gown  and  square  cap.  Second 
dress :  Buff  spangled  shape — russet  boots,  & c. 

ESTERCOLAR. — First  dress :  White  shirt — red  pantaloons— pur¬ 
ple  mantle  emblazoned  with  the  arms  of  the  family  Des  los  Zeios — 
mustachoes— long  staff-  of  office— russet  boots— sword — black  hat  and 
feathers.  Second  dress:  Scarlet  shirt  richly  spangled  —  hat  and 
feathers.  Third  dress:  Black  velvet  shirt  trimmed  with  yellow 
binding. 

GARCIA. — Dark  brown  Spanish  shape. 

TIMEO.—  Brown  Spanish  shape  trimmed  with  black. 

COUNT  PAMPELUNA. — Yellow  spangled  shape— crimson  velvet 
cloak— silk  stockings,  &c. 

COUNT  ROMERO. — Handsome  fawn  coloured  shape. 

ALGUAZIL. — Black  gown  and  square  cap. 

CALCAVELLA.— Brown  shape  puffed  with  blue. 

SOMBRONE. — Bravo’s  ragged  dress. 

OMPIIALE. — First  dress:  Crimson  velvet.  Second  dress:  Blue 
cloak  and  hood. 

GENEVIEVE. — First  dress:  Plain  yellow  silk.  Second  dress: 
Elegant  blue  spangled  satin.  Third  dress:  Brown  cloak  and  hood. 

PASCALINA. —  First  dress:  White  satin.  Second  dress:  A  la 
Giovanni. 

DAME  ESTRELLA.— Cotton  gown— white  apron— black  mittins. 


THE  BULL-FIGHTER; 

OR,  THE  BRIDAL  RING. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — The  Interior  of  the  Inn  of  the  Holy  Rood, 
a  Posada,  or  Wine- house,  in  Madrid — a  large  old-fash¬ 
ioned  balcony ,  r.,  supposed  to  command  a  view  of  the 
Amphitheatre ,  appropriated  to  the  combats  of  the  To¬ 
readors — chairs  in  it,  with  labels  on  them — a  door, 
l.  s.  E. 

Timeo  and  Guests  discovered  seated  at  a  table ,  r.  c.,  ca¬ 
rousing — Dame  Estrella  standing  by  them,  and  Cal- 
cavella,  the  deaf  merchant,  with  his  listening  horn — 
two  Musicians,  with  guitars ,  accompany  a  party  of  Spa¬ 
nish  Maidens. 

CHORUS  and  CASTANET  DANCE. 

Air,  “  The  Castilian  Maid." 

To  the  Spanish  guitar,  in  the  gay  Sequadille, 

Move  lightly  the  maids  of  Madrid  ; 

With  eves  like  the  lance  of  the  Toreador, 

And  as  fatal  when  loveliness  bid. 

A  round,  boys  ! — a  round  to  the  witcheries  here  ! 

And  empty  each  cup  now  so  full ; 

May  a  laurel  of  gold  twine  the  best  govern’d  lance, 
That  drinks  the  red  blood  of  the  bull ! 

Timeo.  [Leaping  upon  the  table,  and  flourishing  his  cap 
in  a  fit  of  enthusiasm.']  Viva  Hispania !  and  her  brave 
Toreadors  ! 

[The  Guests  carouse,  and  the  girls  wave  their  ker¬ 
chiefs  to  the  toast — a  distant  clock  chimes  the  hour. 
Dame.  To  the  arena  !  Away  i  you  cannot  stop  here  ! 
[Pointing  to  the  balcony.]  The  seats  to  view  the  festival 
at  the  inn  of  the  Holy  Rood  are  all  hired  at  high  prices. 

[Exeunt  Dances,  l. 
Timeo.  They  may  go  if  they  please,  but  I  shall  please  to 
stay. 
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Dame.  And  why  ? 

Timeo.  Why  ? — Because  I’m  a  dramatick  artist  attached 
to  the  theatre  of  the  prince. 

Dame.  Are  you  a  principal  ? 

Timeo.  I  am — principal  sweeper  of  the  stage,  corrector 
of  the  dimness  of  the  candles,  and  deliverer  of  the  cata¬ 
logue  of  the  evening’s  entertainments.  I  am  the  Signor 
Timeo,  and  I  call  myself  a  man,  although  my  histrionic 
calling  is  but  that  of  an  apellator,  or  call-boy.  [Taking  a 
placard  from  his  pouch  and  exhibiting  it.]  “  First  appear¬ 
ance  of  the  celebrated  Signora  Genevieve  from  the  theatre 
at  Seville — a  young  actress,  talented,  beautiful,  and  ” - 

Dame.  [. Interrupting  him.]  Genevieve  !  ’Tis  the  same 
person  who  has  taken  places  for  herself  and  another,  to 
see  the  combat  of  the  bulls  from  my  balcony.  I  am  de¬ 
lighted  !  Now — now  I  shall  really  learn  what  an  actress 
is  like ;  for  I  have  never  before  seen  a  comedian  out  of  a 
comedy.  [A  loud  knocking  heard  without. 

Estercolar.  [Without.]  I  say  that  I  will  in!  House 
—-house,  I  say  ! 

Dame.  [Going  to  the  balcony ,  and  looking  over  into  the 
street.]  Why,  it’s  that  brutal  follower  of  the  Duchess 
des  los  Zelos — Lucifer’s  Daughter,  as  she  is  called — and 
with  some  justice,  for  she  is  the  proudest  woman  in  all 
Madrid. 

Timeo.  That  I  can  easily  believe,  for  she  never  takes  the 
slightest  notice  of  me  whatever. 

Dame.  [Mysteriously.]  I  could  tell  you  some  strange 
stories  about  that  man’s  mistress. 

Timeo.  And  I  could  tell  you  some  strange  stories  about 
that  mistress’s  man !  Did  you  ever  pass  by  a  queer, 
quaint,  odd-looking,  supernatural  sort  of  a  house,  with  a 
door  to  it,  situated  in  the  long  lane  of  D’Ascolo  ? 

Dame.  It  would  be  an  odd  looking  house  without  a  door 
to  it. 

Timeo.  But  this  is  a  cross-looking  door  with  a  sort  of  a 
— Don’t-open-me  defiable  look  about  it — hinting  as  much 
as  to  say,  that  if  you  do  open  me,  I  am  no  oyster  to  repay 
you  with  a  tit  bit  for  your  trouble. 

Dame.  That’s  enough  ! — shut  up  your  mouth  and  your 
door  together. 

Timeo.  I  will — but  not  till  I  have  made  an  end  of  my 
story.  Now,  not  only  the  street  door  of  this  remarkable 
house,  but  every  door  of  it  is  marked  with  a  red  cross  down 
the  centre  to  perpetuate  the  memory  of  some  diabolical  tran- 


SCENE  I.]  THE  BULL-FIGHTER.  11 

saction  committed  there  by  an  ancestor  of  Estercolar,  to 
whom  this  building  has  in  the  range  of  years  descended. 

Dame.  (r.  c.)  I  wonder  that  he  has  been  able  to  let  even 
a  room  in  such  a  house. 

Timeo.  (c.)  He  has  only  let  one,  and  that  one  is  most 
singularly  occupied  by  a  curious  old  conjurer  called  Tem- 
pesta,  the  Tenant  of  the  Cellar.  The  tale  of  this  mys¬ 
terious  mansion  having  been  circulated  abroad,  and  the 
cellar  being  let  to  a  conjurer,  no  occupier  could  be  found 
for  any  other  part  of  the  house. 

Voices  of  women  and  children.  [  Without .]  Have  you 
let  your  house — have  you  let  your  house  ? 

Estercolar.  [Without.]  Away!  I  would  that  ye  were 
men  that  ye  might  feel  the  weight  of  my  walking  staff ! 

[A  loud  laugh  without. 

Timeo.  There  !  don’t  you  hear  the  women  and  children 
teazing  him  as  he  walks  along  ? 

Estercolar.  [ Knocking  without .]  Open  the  door,  or  I’ll 
force  it !  Diavolo  !  [The  door  is  shattered. 

Dame.  The  monster !  He  has  broken  open  that  thick  door. 

Timeo.  Then  have  a  care  of  your  head,  least  he  should 
break  something  thicker.  [A  loud  laugh  without. 

Enter  Estercolar,  moodily,  l.  d.,  with  the  staff  of  a 

foot  follower — he  passionately  paces  the  apartment,  seats 

himself  in  a  chair  near  a  small  table ,  c.,  by  the  hostess, 

and  motions  for  wine  which  she  procures  him. 

Cal.  [. Advancing  from  the  guests  at  the  back,  and  cross¬ 
ing  to  Timeo,  r.  corner. ]  Can  I  speak  with  you?  [ Timeo 
nods  assent.~\  I  am  a  stranger  in  Madrid,  signor,  and  hap¬ 
pen  to  be  deaf.  I  need  a  house  for  my  residence.  Now, 
if  your  goodness  could  recommend  me  some  respectable 
dwelling — 

Timeo.  [Speaking  into  his  horn.]  By  the  saints  I  how 
fortunate  it  is  that  you  have  made  the  inquiry  of  me ! 
for  [Pointing  mysteriously  to  Estercolar.]  that  signor,  with 
the  large  raustachoes,  has  just  the  very  house  to  suit  you. 

Cal.  I’ll  speak  to  him. 

Timeo.  Speak  to  him  !  You  must  holloa  in  his  ear,  and 
loudly,  for  he,  like  yourself,  is  as  deaf  as  a  beetle. 

[Calcavella  approaches  Estercolar,  who  is  copiously 
helping  himself  to  wine. 

Est.  [Muttering.]  And  thus  it  is  always  with  me — “Have 
you  let  your  house?”  By  heavens,  I  cannot  walk  abroad 
without  being  jaded  by  that  damning  question !  Well, 
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well !  I  must  smother  my  rage  ;  I  dare  not  enjoy  the  luxury 
to  revenge  the  insult.  “Have  you  let  your  house?" — 
Psha!  the  taunt  only  comes  from  women  and  children. 
Oh,  that  a  man  had  said  as  much  to  me  ! 

Cal.  [ Bawling  into  his  ear.]  Have  you  let  your  house  ? 
[ Estercolar ,  with  a  convulsive  start ,  grasps  his  walking 
staff,  and  Timeo  enjoys  his  agitation.]  Do  you  hear  ? 

Est.  [  Writhing  with  passion.]  Oh,  yes,  I  hear. 

Cal.  [Bawling.]  I’m  afraid  I  don’t  speak  loud  enough. 
Est.  Oh,  yes,  you  do. 

Cal.  [Bawling  louder.]  Have  you  let  your  house  ? 

Est.  I  have,  [Knocking  him  down.]  and  you  are  the 
ground  landlord. 

Guests.  [Starting  up,  and  calling.]  Shame  !  shame  ! 
[Estercolar  turns  suddenly,  and,  in  a  threatening  pos¬ 
ture,  keeps  them  at  hay. 

Est.  [Motioning  to  the  balcony.]  Hark  ye,  sweet  gen¬ 
tlemen  ;  the  first  amongst  ye  that  puts  again  that  ques¬ 
tion,  I’ll  headlong  hurl  from  yonder  window. 

Timeo  Guests.  [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Have  you 
let  your  house,  Estercolar  ?  have  you  let  your  house  ? 

Est.  [Attacking  them.]  Santa  Marie  ! 

[Exeunt  the  Guests  in  all  directions,  driven  off  by 
Estercolar — Timeo,  finding  himself  unsupported, 
becomes  alarmed,  and,  unable  to  effect  his  escape, 
gets  under  the  table,  c. — a  pause — Estercolar  sinks 
into  a  chair,  but  his  anger  returning,  he  furiously 
kicks  down  the  table,  and  discovers  Timeo. 

Est.  [Rising  in  anger.]  What  brought  you  here  ? 

Timeo.  I  only  come  to  ask - 

Est.  [Lifting  his  staff  and  threatening .]  What  ? 

Timeo.  Have  you  let  your  house  ? 

[Estercolar  seizes  him,  and  throws  him  out  of  the  window. 

Re-enter  Dame  Estrella,  l.  d.,  screaming  and  running 
into  the  balcony,  r. 

Dame.  [Looking  over.]  He’s  dead !  he’s  dead!  He  has 
fallen  upon  the  pavement,  and  is  dashed  to  pieces  ! 

[Estercolar  rushes  into  the  balcony,  throws  himself 
into  a  chair,  and  looks  over. 

Timeo.  [Calling  without,  r.]  No,  no!  I  have  fallen 
upon  a  load  of  hay,  and  am  not  hurt  at  all.  [Seeing  Es¬ 
tercolar.]  Have  you  let  your  house  ? 

Est.  [Sitting.]  Torture  !  malediction  ! 

Dame.  Get  up !  get  up  !  you  mustn’t  sit  there ;  every 
seat  that  I  have  is  engaged  by  ladies. 


SCENE  I.]  THE  BULL-FIGHTER.  13 

Est.  [ Rising  eagerly.']  A  good  thought !  Their  names 
1  see  are  ticketed  to  their  seats.  I  will  examine  them. 
( Scrutinizing  the  tickets.]  Pascalina,  an  actress  of  Mad¬ 
rid.  Genevieve  ! — aye,  Genevieve  is  the  name,  and  I  am 
not  mistaken. 

Dame,  (c.)  Go — go,  I  pray  you ;  I  cannot  now  lose 
any  more  time  in  talking ;  for  a  Toreador  makes  his  debut 
in  the  arena  to-day  from  the  city  of  Seville,  and  it  is  ru¬ 
moured  abroad  that  he  is  far  above  the  mass  of  those  who 
exercise  that  dangerous  occupation,  being  well  educated. 

Est.  [Aside.]  The  very  man  I  am  in  search  of !  [Aloud.] 
I  have  heard  as  much.  Listen  :  my  mistress,  the  Duchess 
des  los  Zelos,  may  have  occasion  to  come  to  this  apart¬ 
ment. 

Dame.  And  if  she  does,  she  can’t  sit  here,  for  every 
place  is  taken. 

Est.  Fool !  the  Duchess  sits  with  the  queen. 

Dame.  And  so  the  Duchess  may ;  but  she  cannot  sit  at 
my  window. 

Est.  (r.)  Your  window  !  If  I  pay  you  for  such  con¬ 
descension,  she  may  at  least  enter  your  polluted  dog-hole. 

Dame.  To  be  sure  she  may,  and  have  anything  she 
likes  to  drink. 

Est.  [Giving  money.]  There’s  a  ducat  for  you. 

Dame.  Oh,  mercy  me  !  how  liberal  !  [Following  him  to 
the  door.]  I’m  sure,  signor,  I  wish  most  earnestly  that 
you  may  let  your  house. 

Est.  [Turning.]  Hark  ye,  old  beldame  :  another  word 
about  my  house,  and  I’ll  throw  you  out  of  your  own  win¬ 
dow  ;  and  may  heaven  have  mercy  on  that  lump  of  clay,  if 
another  load  of  hay  be  not  passing  by  at  the  moment  to 
receive  it  !  [Exit,  l.  d. 

Dame.  A  lump  of  clay,  indeed  !  What  does  the  man 
mean  ?  I  am  sure  there  is  nothing  dirty  about  my  person. 
[Looking  off ,  l.]  Ha  !  the  company  ! 

Enter  Genevieve  and  Pascalina,  l. 

Pas.  Talk  not  to  me  of  timidity  !  ’Tis  a  stage  phan¬ 
tom  !  You  have  talent  that  will  overcome  all  difficulty  ! 
But  you  seem  sad,  my  gentle  Genevieve. 

Gen.  (c.)  [Sighing.]  I  love  and  am  beloved  ! 

Pas.  (l.  c.)  ’Tis  better  so,  than  to  be  beloved  without  a 
taint  of  the  passion  to  return  the  compliment. 

Gen.  Heigho  ! 

Pas.  Oh,  poor  creature !  I  pity  you ;  and  it  lacerates 
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my  heart  to  see  you  make  such  a  long  face  about  the 
matter. 

Gen.  Manuel  has  been  from  me  a  whole  hour.  What — 
what  can  have  caused  his  absence  ? 

Pas.  Manuel !  What,  the  same  Manuel  who  appears 
for  the  first  time  in  the  ring  to-day,  and  from  whom  Madrid 
expects  such  feats  and  wonders  ?  No — yes  ;  yes — no  ! — 
Answer  me. 

Gen.  Yes ! 

Par.  Hoity-toity!  are  you  insane  ?  Why,  the  man  is 
only  a  Toreador. 

Gen.  Only  a  Toreador,  I  confess  ;  but  the  prince  of  his 
companions,  and  the  envy  of  many  a  noble  scion,  affecting 
to  despise  a  skill  he  would  give  a  share  of  his  domain  to 
equal.  A  Toreador  is  as  much  an  artist  as  we  are  our¬ 
selves  :  for  him  equally  are  the  crowns  of  the  circus,  as  for 
us  the  triumphs  of  the  scene.  Only  a  Toreador,  indeed  ! — 
only -  [Crosses  to  r. 

Pas.  Capital !  [Clapping  her  hands  in  mock  applause. ] 
Superexcellent !  Deliver  but  one  of  your  dramatic  speeches 
with  half  the  zeal  you  have  done  this,  and  believe  me,  my 
love,  you  will  fall  little  short  of  Nature.  Only  a  Toreador ! 
On  my  life,  ’ tis  quite  heroic  ! 

Gen.  Ah !  could  you  have  seen,  as  I  have  often  done, 
my  Manuel  mounted  on  his  fiery  steed,  with  his  raven 
ringlets  waving  in  the  wind,  why,  then - 

Pas.  And,  pray,  what  then  ? 

Gen.  Then  you  might  have  loved  as  I  have  done. 

Enter  Manuel  Austurias,  hastily,  l. — Genevieve  utters 
a  faint  scream,  and  falls  into  his  arms. 

Pas.  Very — very  natural,  indeed  !  only  a  little  too  vio¬ 
lent.  [/S'i/s  in  the  balcony. 

Gen.  This  is  most  kind  to  come  before  the  course ;  but 
you  seem  melancholy,  and  look  abstracted. 

Man.  [Turning  away,  as  if  unconscious  of  her  presence , 
and  murmuring  to  himself.] 

“  Toreador  !  Toreador  !  to  thine  infant  ear  I  sing, 

A  Duchess  shall  present  to  thee  this  pledge — a  bridal  ring  !” 

Gen  Oh,  tell  me  what  has  happened  ? 

Man.  I  cannot  fight  with  the  bull  to-day,  for  there  is  a 
spell  upon  me. 

Gen.  What  spell?  Nay,  now  you  are  in  secret  smiling 
at  me.  How!  relinquish  the  opportunity  you  have  so 
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often  prayed  for,  and  from  empty  superstition  ?  [ Eagerly .] 
Or  has  Roderique,  the  Biscayan — have  you  been  supplanted 
by  a  rival  ? 

Man.  1  have  been  supplanted  by  no  rival,  and  yet  to¬ 
day  I  will  not  enter  the  arena  ;  I  cannot  fight  with  the  bull. 

Gen.  If  you  withdraw  upon  the  eve  of  combat,  will  not 
the  multitude  find  cause  to  say,  Seville  has  sent  unto 
Madrid  a  Toreador  who  trembles  ? 

Man.  Then  will  the  multitude  speak  only  the  simple 
truth.  You  look  as  if  you  would  ask  of  me  the  cause  of 
this.  I  cannot  guess  it ;  and  only  unto  you  and  to  myself 
dare  1  confess  my  morbid  folly.  Enough  for  me  to  know 
it  is  as  I  have  said,  and  that  I  tremble.  My  eyes  swim, 
my  brain  is  in  a  giddy  whirl,  the  muscles  of  this  arm  are 
shrunken  up,  and  my  knees  knock  together. 

Gen.  You  are  not  well  in  health  ;  the  heat  of  the  sun 
oppresses  you. 

Man.  You  deceive  yourself.  I  am  well  in  health ;  ’tis 
not  the  heat  of  the  sun,  but  the  palsying  chill  of  terror. 

Gen.  [Going  to  the  balcony ,  r.]  Arouse  !  look,  Manuel! 
see  !  the  course  is  about  to  commence.  There  is  the  king 
in  person ;  he  holds  in  his  royal  hand  the  key  of  the  bul¬ 
lock-lodge  ;  he  rises  to  cast  it  into  the  circle.  [ Shouts  and 
flourish  of  trumpets.']  Ha  ! 

Man.  [ Eagerly .]  What  now  ? 

Gen.  [ Tauntingly .]  Oh,  nothing;  only  your  rival,  Ro¬ 
derique,  just  entering  the  circus.  He  looks  inflated,  thus 
to  be  alone,  and  well  he  may  ;  for  does  it  not  appear  as  if 
no  other  man  but  Roderique  dare  brave  the  danger  ? 

Man.  [Firmly.]  He  lies  in  thought ;  my  fears  are  gone, 
and  I  dare  brave  the  danger.  [Genevieve  approaches  him.] 
Off,  off!  no  poltroon’s  lip  should  ever  taste  the  honey  of 
thy  lip,  till  purified  by  danger  !  I,  that  have  been  less  than 
woman,  will  be  more  than  man  !  Not  a  word  or  a  step 
more  near,  lest  I  be  again  unnerved.  [Flourish  of  trum¬ 
pets.]  Now  to  give  the  lesson  of  a  Toreador  to  Roderique  ! 

[Exit,  l. 

Pas.  [Beckoning  Genevieve  into  the  balcony.]  What  a 
splendid  pageant !  Before  us  is  the  king ;  by  his  side  is 
the  queen. 

Gen.  And  who  is  that  proud,  lofty-looking  beauty, 
whose  dress  eclipses  even  majesty  itself?  she,  there,  attended 
by  her  foot-follower,  now  breaking  from  the  crowd,  and  ap¬ 
proaching  the  portal  of  the  inn  ? 

Pas.  The  Duchess  Omphale, — a  woman  reported  to  be 
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rich,  luxurous,  vain ;  and  one,  they  say,  who  puts  off  her 
chosen  lovers  as  easily  as  her  glove ;  but  all  this  may  be 
scandal.  [A  trumpet  sounds .]  Sit,  sit !  the  king  has  cast 
the  key  into  the  circle  !  How  delightful ! — the  sport  is 
going  to  commence  !  Come,  come  ! 

Gen.  I  cannot.  [Sinking  into  a  back  seat.']  Whatever 
befal,  do  not  lose  sight  of  my  lover. 

Pas.  [ Looking  over.]  Well  thrust !  [ Turning  to  Gene¬ 
vieve.]  At  the  first  pass,  the  bull  fell  beneath  the  lance  of 
Manuel.  They  now  present  him  with  the  green  ribbon 
attached  to  the  horn  of  the  prostrate  animal,  and  he  pre¬ 
sents  it  to  the  queen.  [ Trumpets .]  Do  you  hear  ?  They 
prepare  for  the  combat  afoot. 

Gen.  Tell  me,  and  quickly,  how  does  Manuel  look  ? 

Pas.  Like  the  god  of  War.  Come — come  yourself,  and 
see  him. 

Gen.  [ Seating  herself  by  Pascalina.]  On  a  sight  of 
greater  interest  where  should  my  eyes  hold  festival  ? 

Re-enter  Estercolar,  l.  s.  e.,  followed  by  Omphale, 
Duchess  des  losZelos. 

Est.  [ Apart  to  Omphale.]  That  is  Genevieve,  and  the 
person  you  seek,  if  I  do  not  err  in  my  calculation. 

Omp.  ’Tis  she,  and  you  are  right. 

Est.  I  often  am.  Seldom  it  is,  when  I  play  at  dice,  that 
I  make  a  blot  in  my  tables. 

Omp.  Stand  aside ;  but  be  at  my  call,  I’ll  question 
her.  [Ester coler  retires,  l.  u.  e. — Omphale  motions  Gene¬ 
vieve  from  the  balcony.]  You  are  the  young  actress,  Ge¬ 
nevieve,  about  to  make  your  appearance  at  the  theatre  of 
the  prince  on  the  evening  of  to-morrow  ? 

Pas.  [Suddenly  coming  forward.]  And  I  am - 

Omp.  [Checking  her.]  One  of  whose  absence  at  this 
moment  I  am  most  desirous. 

Pas.  But,  your  grace,  I  humbly - 

Omp.  [Contemptuously  pointing  to  the  door.]  Go,  co¬ 
median  ! 

Pas.  [Aside,  crossing  to  l.]  Well,  I  suppose  I  must,  or 
she  will  never  come  again  to  my  benefit. 

Omp.  Estercolar,  attend  that  maiden  to  the  door. 

Est.  You  will  find  the  air  of  a  most  sulubrious  quality 
without,  and  ’tis  indeed  a  most  lovely  day  for  walking. 

Pas.  Umph!  [Aside.]  If  I’m  to  be  insulted  with  impu¬ 
nity  by  the  lady,  I  won’t  be  by  the  lady’s  man.  [To  Es¬ 
tercolar.]  Can  you  direct  me  by  the  nearest  point  to  the 
Piazza  de  Leoni  ? 
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Est.  Aye ;  you  must  first  cross  over  the  square  of  Se- 
bastiano - 

Pas.  Yes  ! 

Est.  Then  enter  the  long  lane  of  D’Ascola — do  you 
know  it  ? 

Pas.  Oh,  yes.  In  the  centre,  is  an  odd  looking  dwel¬ 
ling,  with  a  red  cross  marked  on  the  door.  I  wonder  who 
it  belongs  to  ? 

Est.  That  house  is  mine. 

Pas.  Have  you  let  it  ? 

Est.  Aye,  to  the  devil ! 

Pas.  Ah,  there  you  are  right;  he’ll  give  it  a  good  warm¬ 
ing  !  Grant  him  a  long  lease  ;  there’s  nothing  like  oblig¬ 
ing  one’s  near  relations. 

Est.  A  warming  !  I  wish  it  was  on  fire. 

Pas.  And  so  do  I,  and  your  tenant  in  the  midst  of  it. 

[ Exeunt  Estercolar  and  Pascalina,  l.  d. 

Omp.  You  are  acquainted  with  a  Toreador  called  Ma¬ 
nuel.  Is  he  your  husband  ? 

Gen.  He  is  my  affianced  husband. 

Omp.  Do  you  love  him  ? 

Gen.  Do  I  breathe  ? 

Omp.  You  are  ambitious,  possibly,  and  would  sacrifice 
much  to  be  rich. 

Gen.  All — everything  ! 

Omp.  What  wealth,  dost  think,  would  part  this  youth  you 
so  much  fancy  you  love,  and  you  ?  I  can  wait  awhile. 
[A  pause.~\  What  wealth,  I  say  ? 

Gen.  A  million  more  than  you  possess,  doubled  and 
trebled  ;  and  when  so  trebled,  trebled  once  again. 

Omp.  For  wealth  I  understood  that  you  would  give  up  all. 

Gen.  All — all  but  Manuel, — he  is  ever  mine — mine 
only. 

Music. — Re-enter  Manuel  Austurias,  holding  in  one 

hand  a  small  red  flag ,  and  in  the  other ,  a  coronet  of 

white  roses. 

Manuel  come  back — 

Man.  Victorious  !  and  bringing  with  him  a  flowery  crown 
of  victory  to  place  upon  the  forehead  of  fair  Genevieve. 

[He  is  aboxit  to  place  it  on  her  brow. 

Omp.  [Snatching  it  from  him.']  Subject  disloyal !  that 
coronet  is  due  to  the  queen  of  Spain. 

Gen.  No,  noble  lady,  no  !  ’tis  mine. 

Omp.  Thine! — Never!  [Crossing  to  r.,  and  motioning 
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Manuel  to  her — apart.']  A  rich  reward  is  in  hand  for  thee. 
Be  at  the  palace  of  Des  los  Zelos  at  the  hour  of  twelve 
to-morrow. 

Man.  I  will. 

Omp.  [Going.]  Be  sure  ! 

[Music. — Omphale,  unable  to  conceal  her  triumph , 
casts  a  bitter  smile  at  Genevieve,  and,  unnoticed  by 
the  others,  directs  the  attention  of  her  rival  to  the 
coronet  beneath  her  drapery,  and  exits ,  l. 

Man.  [Pondering  in  a  reverie.] 

“Toreador!  Toreador!  to  thine  infant  ear  I  sing, 

A  Duchess  will  present  to  thee  this  pledge — a  bridal  ring  !” 

Gen.  (c.)  [Placing  her  hand  on  his  shoulder.]  What 
did  the  Duchess  say  at  parting,  Manuel  ? 

Mari.  (l.  c.)  [Starting.]  Something — nothing! — a  tri¬ 
vial  compliment  from  the  king. 

Gen.  [Hanging  fondly  upon  his  arm.]  You  are  deceiv¬ 
ing  me,  and  for  the  first  time,  dear  Manuel,  I  see  the  fell 
truth  in  those  eyes,  though  your  tongue  be  so  loth  to  tell 
it  me.  The  storm  of  war  you  trembled  at  is  gathering, 
and  is  about  to  burst  upon  us.  Alas  !  your  fears  were 
right ;  I — I  alone  was  wrong,  and  you  should  not  to-day 
have  combatted  with  the  bull.  [Placiny  her  hand  on  her 
forehead.]  Does  not  this  room  turn  round  ? 

Man.  No,  Genevieve. 

Gen.  It  does — I’m  sure  it  does.  Air  !  air  ! 

Man.  Without,  there  !  Water  !  water  ! 

[She  faints  in  his  arms,  and  the  scene  closes. 

SCENE  II. — A  Street  in  Madrid. 

Enter  Timeo,  partly  intoxicated,  l. 

Timeo.  That  last  cup  of  wine  very  nearly  got  into  my 
head  ;  but  I  always  make  a  point  never  to  get  either  drunk 
or  tipsy — it’s  so  disgraceful.  [Hiccups.]  If  a  man  could 
but  see  himself — [Hiccups.] — in  a  state  of  intoxication — 
[Hiccups.] — I  cannot  conceive  a  more  striking  moral  as  a 

cause  to  avoid  it  for  the  future.  I  stand  up  for  sobriety _ 

[Reeling.]  Confound  these  slippery  walks  !  [Staggering.] 
there’s  no  keeping  on  one’s  legs.  How  nice  and  soft 
that  load  of  hay  was  that  Estercolar  pitched  me  on !  He’s 
certainly  the  very  devil,  to  think  of  upsetting  over  the  bal¬ 
cony,  Timeo,  the  appellator  to  the  prince’s  theatre!  What 
a  fall  for  the  drama !  [Hiccups.]  I  wonder  if  he’s  let  his 
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house  yet  ?  He  only  lives  at  the  next  corner.  I’ll  give 
him  a  hint.  [Staggering.]  Stand  up,  Timeo,  or  they’ll 
fancy  you’ve  been  drinking  !  [ Balancing  himself.']  Cross 
to  the  toot-lights,  and  take  the  stage  directly.  [ Crossing  to 
R.]  Ah,  there’s  Estercolar’s  house.  [Bawling.]  Have  you 
let  your  house  ?  Estercolar,  have  you  let  your  house  ? 

[Exit,  staggering,  R. 

Enter  Genevieve,  l. 

Gen.  I  thought  I  heard  the  sound  of  a  brawl.  I  was 
mistaken.  Shall  1  ever  see  my  Manuel  again  ?  The  Du¬ 
chess  des  los  Zelos  is  rich  and  powerful — she  loves  him, 
and  I  am  fearful  will  lure  him  from  me.  Ah  !  who  can 
conceive,  who  has  not  proved,  the  anguish  of  a  last  em¬ 
brace  !  No,  Manuel!  no,  1  cannot  part  with  thee.  I  will 
consult  Love’s  oracle.  Something  whispers  to  mine  ear, 
thou  wilt  still  be  mine.  One  smile  of  thine  will  restore  me 
to  rapture  again,  and  the  hope  that’s  now  by  fear  depressed, 
will  brighten  up  when  thou  art  near. 

BALLAD — Genevieve. — Air,  “  When  thou  art  near .” 

When  thou  art  near, 

One  smile  of  thine  own  sunny  ray 
Can  chase  the  griefs  that  linger  here, 

Like  morning  mists  that  melt  away, 

When  thou  art  near. 

When  thou  art  near, 

The  sweetest  joys  still  sweeter  seem  ; 

The  brightest  hopes  more  bright  appear, 

And  life  is  all  a  happy  dream 
When  thou  art  near  ! 

SCENE  III. — A  Cellar  in  the  House  belonging  to  Ester¬ 
colar,  with  the  doors  marked  with  a  red  cross — the  abode 
of  Tempest  a — a  stone  staircase  descending  to  it,  r.  3  d  e. 
— a  table  covered  with  a  green  cloth  at  the  back,  l.  c. — 
a  globe  and  books,  and  a  triple  lighted  lamp  suspended 
above. 

Tempesta  discovered  seated  at  the  table  reading. — A  loud 
knocking  at  the  door  at  the  top  of  the  staircase,  r.  3 d  e. 

Tern.  [Calling.]  Who’s  there?  [Knocking  continued.] 
Come  in,  I  say  !  and  if  unfamiliar  with  the  way,  jerk 
strongly  the  string ;  the  latch  will  dy  up,  and  you  may 
enter. 
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Music. — Enter  Estercolar  at  the  door ,  R.  3d  e. — he 

descends,  cloaked  and  masked,  holding  a  letter  in  his 

hand. 

'Tern.  [Rising.]  Speak  !  [ Estercolar  motions  that  he  is 
unwilling.]  Oh,  you  will  not,  lest  by  your  voice  you  may 
be  discovered.  Let  that  be  as  you  may  fancy.  I  under¬ 
stand  you.  It  would  be  good  indeed,  sirrah,  if  you  knew 
yourself  as  well  as  I  know  you.  Pah  !  thy  cloak  to  me  is 
as  transparent  as  a  hive  of  glass,  through  which  we  look  to 
see  the  bees  make  honey.  Stand  not  loitering  there, 
dangling  thy  bonnet  and  thy  plume.  If  that  letter  in  thy 
hand  be  for  me,  let  me  have  it.  [Snatching  it,  and  read¬ 
ing.]  “  The  wife  of  a  wealthy  citizen  seeks  to  consult  with 
the  tenant  of  the  cellar.  Will  he  be  within  his  cell  at 
half  an  hour  hence  ?"  There  is  no  signature.  [Estercolar 
shakes  his  head.]  Nay,  do  not  shake  your  head  ;  there  is 
little  enough  in  it.  Say  to  Omphale  that  the  tenant  of  the 
cellar  will  be  within  at  the  time  she  mentions. 

Est.  What  magic  told  you  it  was  from  her  ? 

Tem.  I  know  her  penmanship  as  well  as  I  know  the 
bringer  of  the  specimen. 

Est.  What  am  I  called  ? 

Tem.  You  are  called  an  honest  man. 

Est.  [Eagerly.]  True — true,  I  am. 

Tem.  ’Tis  false  !  for  you  are  not. 

Est.  My  name,  then  ? 

Tem.  Estercolar. 

Est.  How  did  you  discover  me  ? 

Tem.  By  your  step.  I’ve  as  keen  a  nose  for  the  effluvia 
of  a  cunning  rogue,  as  a  hound  for  the  stench  of  a  fox  when 
the  scent  lies  heavily  on  the  grass. 

Est.  [Casting  off  his  mantle  and  mask.]  Enough  !  I  see 
you  know  me. 

Tem.  You  might  as  well  have  believed  me  when  first  I 
told  you  so. 

Est.  This  is  my  house. 

Lem.  It  is;  and  stained  with  so  many  deadly  sins,  that 
none  but  the  rats  and  myself  dare  tenant  it. 

Est.  You  owe  to  me  a  month’s  good  rent. 

Tem.  Money  is  not  my  idol,  though  it  may  be  thine. _ 

[Casting  down  a  purse.]  There  it  is  for  thee. 

Est.  This  is  my  house,  I  say. 

Tem.  1 1  is  so  ; — have  you  let  it  ? 

Est.  Again  I  tell  you,  this  is  my  house ! 
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Tem.  And  again  I  tell  you,  this  is  my  cellar. 

Est.  But  I  have  determined  that  you  shall  turn  out, 
[ Drawing  his  rapier ,  and  pointing  to  the  staircase .]  and 
turn  out  you  shall ! 

Tem.  [ Drawing  a  small  pistol ,  and  pointing  to  the 
stairs .]  Exactly. — Go  !  [ Estercolar  hurries  to  ascend .] — 
Stay  !  Be  careful  of  one  thing  before  you  open  the  door. 

Est.  And  what  is  that  one  thing  ? 

Tem.  That  you  shut  it  after  you. 

Est.  [ Ascending  the  steps,  and  closing  the  door  with 
great  violence .]  There — there,  you  old  curmudgeon  !  do 
you  hear  that  ?  [Exit,  r.  od  e. 

.  Tem.  I  do  so,  most  distinctly.  [Seating  himself,  and 
resuming  his  studies.']  Let  me  ponder.  What  was  the 
number  of  the  page  at  which  I  made  an  ending  ?  [Knock¬ 
ing  without.]  Come  in  ! 

Enter  Manuel  down  the  stairs,  r.  3d  e. 

Tem.  [Looking  from  his  book.]  Oh,  it  is  you — the  hero 
of  the  day  !  [Rising.]  Welcome,  Toreador,  to  the  cellar  of 
Tempesta  !  Doubtless  you  come  to  consult  my  skill ;  but 
[Pointing  to  an  ornament  that  has  fallen  from  the  neck 
of  Manuel.]  what  is  that  glittering  on  the  ground  ? 

Man.  A  golden  cross  that  has  escaped  from  my  neck  by 
accident. 

Tem.  For  telling  you  your  fortune,  I  shall  be  content  to 
accept  that  cross  in  payment. 

Man.  That  cannot  be  ;  ’twas  the  gift  of  my  dead  twin- 
brother. 

Tem.  How  know  you  that  he  is  dead  ? 

Man.  He  has  been  .absent  many  years,  and  if  now 
alive,  at  the  word  he  would  have  written.  Are  you  skilful 
in  your  art  ? 

Tem.  Judge  that  yourself,  when  I  quote  two  doggrel 
rhyming  lines,  locked  up  in  your  heart  as  you  think  a 
secret  : 

“  Toreador  !  Tordador  !  to  thine  infant  ear  I  sing, 

A  Duchess  will  present  to  thee  this  pledge — a  bridal  ring!” 

Man.  [Starting.]  Amazement !  Are  you  an  angel  or  a 
devil  ? 

Tem.  Neither.  In  an  eventful  life  I  have  encountered 
many  incidents  and  persons.  What  I  truly  am,  you  will 
not  at  this  moment  know  ;  what  you  are,  it  appears  I  am 
no  stranger  to.  Speak,  then;  for  human  weakness  is  more 
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familiar  to  me  than  human  virtue,  though  I  have  witnessed 
both.  You  love  the  Duchess  des  los  Zelos.  Be  frank  at 
once,  and  tell  me  so. 

Man.  Why  was  I  cradled  in  the  lap  of  poverty,  and 
doomed  to  a  life  obscure  ? 

Tern.  Give  to  vent  your  passion ;  I  am  old,  calm,  and 
will  listen  to  you. 

Man.  I  am  fatigued  with  this  life  of  miserable  vassalage, 
and  of  combats  without  real  glory.  I  would  tenant  in  my 
turn,  and  breathe  at  mine  own  ease,  one  of  those  halls  in 
which  1  have  noted  inferior  spirits  revel  in  luxury.  Ano¬ 
ther  may  replace  me  in  the  arena,  and  minister  to  the  pas  - 
time  of  those  liuttrring  birds  of  pleasure,  who  cast  their 
stinted  coin  through  the  air  in  exchange  for  the  life  each 
moment  places  in  peril.  The  dream  which  has  dawned  on 
me  to-day,  is  of  rank  and  opulence, — a  perfumed  love  of 
diamonds  and  silk,  and  a  warrior’s  arm  to  guard  it.  This 
arm,  which  has  been  only  used  for  the  amusement  of  my 
country,  shall  be  nerved  to  tight  for  its  glory.  Let  the 
name  of  Manuel,  the  Toreador,  expire  to-day,  that  it  may 
be  re-born  in  that  of  Manuel,  the  captain.  Oh,  for  a  well- 
fought  field,  a  prostrate  foe,  and  a  crown  of  victory  ! 

[Knocking  at  the  door,  r.  3d  e. 

Omphale.  [Without.]  Who’s  there  below  ? 

Tem.  [Aside.]  It  is  the  voice  of  the  Duchess  ! 

Man.  Have  1  not  heard  that  voice  before  ? 

Tem.  Come,  come,  young  man  !  you  are  no  conjurer 
yourself,  and  must  not  see  a  conjurer’s  companions. — 
Yonder  is  an  ascending  step  leading  to  a  court-yard  above. 
Wait  there  awhile  until  you  hear  me  cough ;  when  I  give 
you  that  token  you  may  return. 

Omp.  [Calling.]  Within,  I  say  ! 

Tem.  [Thrusting  off  Manuel.]  Without,  I  say,  young 
man,  and  listen  to  no  tales.  [Exit  Manuel,  l.  s.  e. 

Enter  Omphale  down  the  stairs,  r.  3d  e.,  disguised. 

Tem.  [Shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand.]  The  light  of 
so  much  beauty  almost  dazzles  my  weak  sight.  [Offering 
a  seat.]  A  perfect  welcome  to  her  who  is  perfection  itself — 
Omphale  ! 

Omp.  Through  this  disguise  do  you  know  me  ? 

Tem.  By  your  handwriting  1  discovered  you. 

Omp.  Psha ! 

Tem.  A  most  singular  serving-man  is  that  Estercolar  ! 
All  that  lie  should  say,  he  leaves  unsaid,  and  that  which  he 
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should  not  say,  he  says  most  freely.  So,  you  have  fallen 
in  love  with  a  Toreador,  called  Manuel.  Nay,  deny  it  not, 
or  1  will  bring  forth  a  witness. 

Omp.  I  defy  you  ! 

Tem.  Then  come  into  court.  [Playfully  snatching  a 
green  ribbon  from  the  stomacher  of  Omphale .]  This  was 
the  ribbon  attached  to  the  horn  of  the  slain  bull,  and  by 
Manuel  given  to  the  queen  ;  from  the  queen  it  came  to  you. 
Lover’s  prizes  rest  not  on  ladies  hearts  for  nothing  !  But 
tell  me,  Duchess  :  do  you  remember  the  young  Juan  ? 

Ornp .  [ Shuddering .]  Juan  ! 

Tem .  (l.  c.)  Aye,  Juan!  Once  upon  a  time,  you 
loved  him.  Need  I  tell  you  by  what  treachery  he  lost  his 
liberty  and  love — of  the  damp  dungeon — of  the  foetid  air 
he  breathed - 

Omp.  (c.)  Stop,  for  your  life  ! 

Tern.  Of  the  life  you  sought  to  rob  him  of,  and  of  the 
curse  he  hurls  upon  your  head' - 

Omp.  Stay — stop,  I  say  !  Art  thou  an  evil  spirit  es¬ 
caped  from  hell  coming  to  give  a  torturing  foretaste  to  a 
sinking  soul  already  self-condemned  ? 

Tem.  I’ve  done.  After  the  wound  comes  the  balm. — 
Your  lover  is  not  twenty  paces  distant.  [Coughs  signifi¬ 
cantly.']  See  !  he  is  here.  [Exit,  l. 


Re-enter  Manuel,  l.  s.  e. 


Man.  Idiot,  to  entertain  a  love  so  vain  and  hopeless  ! — 
[  Transfixed  with  wonder  on  seeing  the  Duchess.]  Omphale ! 
No,  no  !  it  is  some  spectral  shape — this  is  the  home  of 
magic  ! 

Omp.  [Aside,  r.]  Love  has  lent  his  voice  unto  that 
man,  and  well  he  speaks  its  poetry. 

Man.  Pronounce  but  one  word — wave  but  your  hand — 
you  smile  ! 


[A  loud  knocking  heard  icithout,  r. 
Omp.  [Waving  her  hand.]  There!  come  to  the  palace 
to-morrow  !  [Crosses  and  exits,  l.  s.  e. 


Enter  Genevieve  down  the  stairs ,  r.  3d  e. 


Gen.  [With  astonishment.]  Poor,  silly  Genevieve  ! 
whose  girlish  ambition  has  exposed  her  treasure  to  the  ad¬ 
miration  that  has  robbed  her  of  it!  I  desired  that  the  wo¬ 
men  of  Madrid  should  be  jealous  of  me.  By  my  own  arrow 
am  I  pierced  ;  for  ’ tis  I,  alas  !  who  am  jealous  of  the  wo¬ 
men  of  Madrid. 
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Man.  If  you  could  essentially  serve  me,  would  you  do 
so,  Genevieve  ? 

Gen.  Is  it  to  die  for  you  ? 

Man.  No.  [Hesitating.]  ’Tis  only  that  we  should  seem 
to  love  each  other  less — only  seem,  I  say — and — and  be 
somewhat  more  assunder. 

Gen.  Seem — seem!.  [Weeping.]  You  hear  by  my  sobs 
that  it  breaks  my  heart  to  do  as  you  would  have  me. 

Man.  [Crossing  towards  the  stairs.]  Your  tears  re¬ 
proach  me. 

Gen.  i  would  keep  them  back,  but  I  cannot  stay  their 
falling. 

Man.  [Ascending  the  stairs.]  ’Twill  not  be  many  days 
ere  again  I  see  you. 

Gen.  Days  1  I  that  am  wont  to  see  you  every  hour  ! 

Man.  Farewell ! 

Gen.  [Faltering .]  Farewell ! — and  I — I  trust  that  she 
whom  you  go  to  meet,  wTill  render  you  more  happy  than 
Genevieve. 

[SAe  staggers  to  c.,  overpoivered  by  her  emotion. 

Mem.  [Descending ,  and  receiving  her  in  his  arms.]  — 
Never ! 

[The  act  drop  rapidly  falls. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — The  Room  of  Assembly,  or  Green-Room ,  in  the 
Theatre  at  Madrid — large  folding  doors,  c.  f. — sofas, 
piano,  8fC. — a  table,  r.,  with  pens,  ink,  paper,  candles,  8fc. 

Actors,  Actresses,  and  the  Corps  de Ballet,  discovered  seated 
on  sofas,  in  elegant  fancy  costumes — the  overture  is 
heard  loudly  at  the  back  as  the  scene  opens. 

Enter  Timeo,  as  appellator,  c.  d.  f. 

Timeo.  The  overture  is  playing,  and  the  performance  is 
going  to  begin.  [Looking  at  his  call-paper.]  The  Signora 
Laura,  and  the  Signor  Josti! 

[Exeunt  Laura  and  Jose,  c.  n.  f. 

Enter  Garcia,  the  Dramatic  Lfirector,  hastily,  c.  d.f. 
Gar.  Where  is  the  heroine  of  the  night  ? 
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Timeo.  Not  yet  come  down  from  her  dressing-room. 

Gar.  Call  her  instantly,  or  the  stage  will  be  waiting. 

Timeo.  [ 'Calling  off,  i,.]  The  Signoras  Genevieve  and 
Pascalina  !  [Exit,  c.  d. 

Gar.  The  overture  is  concluding. 

Enter  Genevieve,  l.,  superbly  dressed  in  character,  and 
attended  by  Pascalina,  a  la  Giovanni. 

Oh,  they  are  here.  Ring  up  the  curtain.  [Exit,  c.  d. 

[A  bell  is  heard,  and  the  overture  ceases. 

Pas.  [To  Genevieve.']  Stage  fright!  stage  nonsense !  The 
piece  itself  is  but  a  short  one,  and  will  soon  be  over.  I  am 
a  lover  with  a  lute  and  a  song.  Don’t  I  look  lovely  ? 

Gen.  Since  Manuel  has  left  me,  I  despair.  Had  I  to 
sustain  the  woes  of  an  abandoned  lover  or  a  deserted  wife, 
I  might  throw  truth  into  the  character.  Ah,  Pascalina  ! 
machines  as  we  may  seem,  did  but  the  public  know  how 
often  we  are  forced  to  personate  the  reverse  of  what  we 
feel,  it  would  learn  that  many  a  brilliant  jest  of  fire  and  joy 
leaves  the  sad  lip  of  sorrow,  and  that  often  an  aching 
heart  is  covered  by  a  spangled  habit. 

Re-enter  Timeo,  c.  d. 

Timeo.  The  stage  is  waiting  for  the  Signora  Genevieve. 

Gen.  I  come.  [Exit,  c.  d. 

Timeo.  And  also  for  the  signoras  of  the  corps  de  ballet. 

[Exeunt  the  Corps  de  Ballet  with  Timeo,  c.  d. — loud 
applause  heard  at  the  back. 

Pas.  Hush ! — So  far  so  well.  She  is  well  received, 
however  ;  and  now  to  rehearse  my  own  little  song  of  the 
evening. 

SONG. — Pascalina. —  [Introduced.] 

[Loud  applauses  again  heard  without. 

Re-enter  Garcia  with  Genevieve,  c.  d. 

Gar.  Admirable  !  Continue  as  you  have  commenced, 
and  your  success  will  be  triumphant.  [Exit,  c.  d. 

Gen.  I  have  seen  Manuel ;  the  Duchess  sits  with  him 
in  her  princely  box. 

Pas.  There  let  him  sit  till  he  is  tired  !  He  will  soon  be 
glad  to  come  back  to  you  again.  Don’t  become  doloroso 
or  you  wall  spoil  all.  Repeat  your  part.  [Taking  it  from 
the  table.]  Begin  !  Aha  !  I  am  the  Turkish  tyrant,  with  a 
long  sword  in  one  hand,  and  in  the  other — [ Snatch - 
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bug  up  a  lighted  candle .]  Perfidious  woman,  perish  !  [She 
screams ,  and  lets  the  candle  fall.']  Oh!  haven’t  I  burnt  my 
fingers  ! 

Re-enter  Timeo,  c.  d. 

Timeo.  The  stage  is  waiting  for  the  Signoras  Genevieve 
and  Pascalina.  [Exit  Genevieve,  c.  d. 

Pas.  But,  Timeo,  a  word  with  you. 

Timeo.  Not  one  ;  and  if  you  stop  another  moment,  you 
will  be  fined  a  whole  night’s  salary. 

Pas.  I  am  departed.  [Exit,  hastily,  c.  n. 

Timeo.  [Taking  up  the  candlestick.]  What  an  infamous 
shame  to  treat  the  manager’s  property  thus !  Dear  me, 
’tis  silver !  There’s  nobody  looking,  so  I’ll  just  pop  it  into 
my  own  pocket,  in  case  it  should  be  stolen. 

Enter  Estercolar,  in  the  garb  of  a  Spanish  nobleman,  l. 

Est.  The  jealousy  of  the  Duchess  is  beyond  description. 

I  am  commanded  by  her  to  watch  the  meeting  of  these  tur¬ 
tles  ;  and,  if  no  other  way  can  be  found  to  effect  a  separa¬ 
tion,  to  fasten  on  Manuel  a  quarrel,  duel  with  him  in  the 
dark  outside  the  theatre,  and,  after  a  few  lounges,  affect  to 
be  slain,  and  crawl  out  of  the  way  as  soon  as  possible.  I’ll 
take  care  to  roar  loud  enough.  This  will  alarm  the  guard; 
Manuel  will  be  seized,  and  spend  the  remaider  of  the  even¬ 
ing,  as  many  other  great  signors  do,  in  prison.  Capital 
disguise  this ;  just  the  thing ;  and  such  a  one  I  think  as 
may  bid  defiance  to  detection.  [Retires  up.  l. 

Timeo.  I  wonder  who  that  stranger  can  be,  with  such  a 
swagger.  It  is  my  duty  to  ask  the  names  of  all  intruders 
here  ;  and  I  do  it  with  no  small  degree  of  pleasure,  for  they 
generally  come  down  with  the  dust.  [Approaching  Ester¬ 
colar,  and  bowing  to  him.]  I  beg  your  pardon,  signor,  but 
as  I  am  not  aware  that  your  name  is  among  the  subscribers 
to  the  private  right  of  entry,  it  is  my  duty  to  demand  it. 

Eri.  Eh,  fellow  ?  [Aside.]  It’s  that  rascal,  Timeo  !  I 
trust  he  will  not  discover  me. 

Timeo.  [Aside.]  I  certainly  have  seen  that  face  before. 
[Alotid.]  Your  name,  signor? 

Est.  I  am  the  Count  Corderius. 

Timeo.  The  Count  Cordroy  !  I  have  never  before  heard 
of  such  a  person. 

Est.  Y  ou  have  heard  no  doubt  of  the  princely  house  of 
Pumpkinaleller  ? 

Timeo.  I’ve  heard  of  a  pumpkin  ;  we  grow  them  in  my 
mother’s  garden. 
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Est.  Look  again  ; — you  surely  must  be  acquainted  with 
my  princely  house. 

Timeo .  [Recognizing  him.']  Oh,  to  be  sure  I  am.  Have 
you  let  it  ? 

Est.  [Giving  money .]  Timeo,  there’s  a  ducat  for  you. 

Timeo.  [Receiving  it.']  Estercolar,  I  thank  you.  [Call¬ 
ing.]  Ladies  of  the  corps  de  ballet !  [Exit,  c.  d. 

Re-enter  Genevifve,  c.  d.,  and  Manuel,  l.  s.  e.,  meeting 
— Estercolar  seats  himself  at  a  distance ,  and  watches  them. 

Man.  Angel  of  forbearance  !  dearest  Genevieve !  I 
could  not  bear,  that  your  first  night  of  glory  at  Madrid 
should  pass  without  my  eulogy.  Speak  !  do  you  reproach 
me  ? 

Gen.  No  ! — I  am  the  cause  of  my  own  misfortunes,  and 
I  must  not  chide,  now  that  you  are  come  away. 

Man.  Genevieve,  I  have  been  to  blame.  There  is  no 
real  happiness  but  in  those  arms. 

Re-enter  Timeo,  c.  d. 

Gen.  Which  shall  be  ever  open  to  you.  [They  embrace. 

Timeo.  [Coming  between  them.]  The  stage  is  waiting. 

[Exit  Genevieve ,  c.  d.,  followed  by  Timeo — Manuel 
casts  himself  into  a  chair  with  vexation. 

Est.  [Aside,  rising.]  I  must  put  an  end  to  this  billing 
and  cooing;  it  will  never  do  for  the  Duchess.  [To  Ma¬ 
nuel.]  A  fine  animal,  signor,  that  signora,  who  is  just  gone 
out. 

Man.  Animal !  We  say  that  of  a  horse. 

Est.  Who  does  ? 

Man.  Asses  do.  But  you  are  right,  though  rude.  Ge¬ 
nevieve  is  faultless. 

Man.  Faultless  !  Tout  au  contraire,  and  you  are  quite 
mistaken. 

Man.  You  are  a  fool ! 

Est.  You  are  another ! 

Man.  Your  dress  is  that  of  a  gentleman,  your  manners 
those  of  a  brute.  [Slightly  striking  him  with  his  glove.] 
Take  that !  it  may  experimentalize  upon  your  valour. 

Est.  Say  you  so  ?  Then  I’ll  lead  you  to  a  spot  where 
you  may  satisfy  yourself. 

Man.  It  is  too  dark  ;  the  devil  may  wait  with  patience 
for  his  victim  till  to-morrow. 

Est.  He  may,  but  I  won’t.  None  but  cowards  are  un¬ 
ready. 

c  2 
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Man.  Cowards  !  Lead  on  !  I  hope  the  place  is  not  far  off. 

Est.  And  why  ? 

Man.  Least  I  should  break  your  bones  before  we  reach  it. 

[Loud  applauses  heard  without — Exeunt  Manuel  and 
Estercolar ,  l. 

Re-enter  Genevieve,  c.  d. 

Gen.  [Looking  eagerly  around .]  What !  gone  ?  How 
cruel  not  to  have  waited  longer! 

Enter  Omphale,  r. 

Omp.  [Aside.']  Manuel  is  not  here.  Estercolar  then 
has  done  his  duty. 

Gen.  [Aside.]  The  Duchess !  Her  presence  comes  to 
announce  some  new  calamity. 

Omp.  A  second  time  I  find  myself  in  your  society,  sig¬ 
nora.  No  doubt  the  theatre  you  have  left  will  regret  your 
loss. 

Gen.  It  is  my  weakness  that  I  wish  it  may. 

Omp.  Would  you  return  there  now  with - 

Gen.  With  Manuel  ?  Yes. 

Omp.  Without  him  ? 

Gen.  No ! 

Omp.  You  must,  and  shall. 

Gen.  I  shall ! 

Omp.  We  are  alone,  and  I  will  try  to  imitate  your  frank¬ 
ness.  Hereafter  there  must  exist  between  us  a  lasting  peace 
or  war  eternal.  If  you  go,  here  is  a  contract  to  pay  you 
annually  a  thosand  ducats  ;  if  you  do  not,  remain  and 
tremble ! 

Ge?i.  My  determination  is  unalterable.  Here  I  remain 
to  live  or  die  with  Manuel. 

Omp.  You  presume  upon  your  youth,  your  beauty,  and 
your  talents.  The  fountain  of  your  youth  I  will  dry  up, 
your  beauty  I  will  parylvze,  and  your  talent  crush.  You 
smile  ;  but  henceforth  I  will  make  that  cheek  a  stranger 
to  such  radiance.  You  have  heard  me  for  the  last  time. 
Never  yet  has  mortal  thing  thriven  beneath  my  enmity. — 
If  your  merit  can  loud  bravos  call,  I  have  gold  enough  to 
stifle  them  with  hisses. 

Gen.  You  will  look  well  to  become  the  chieftainess  of  a 
cabal ! 

Omp.  And  you  will  do  well  to  look  to  yourself. 

[Exit,  R.  S.  E. 

Gen.  [Sinking  into  a  chair.]  Nowr  she  is  gone,  my  pride 
will  not  deny  me  to  weep  bitterly. 
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Re-enter  Pascalina,  c.  d. 

Pas.  Genevieve  !  why,  how  is  this  ?  You  will  be  wanted 
in  a  moment.  Here — here  is  your  part.  [Gives  it  to  her. 

Gen.  [ Tearing  it.~\  I  will  play  no  more  to-night. 

Re-enter  Timed,  c.  d. 

Pas.  What  will  the  Duchess  say  ? 

Tirneo.  What  will  the  audience  say  ?  Hang  the  Du¬ 
chess  ! 

Gen.  No,  no  !  she  shall  not  triumph.  I’m  ready  ! 

[Exeunt  Genevieve  and  Pascalina,  hastily,  c.  d. 

Timeo.  [Looking  after  them.']  Well,  if  ever  I  should 
hold  that  puzzling  situation  called  manager,  I  never  would 
engage  an  actress  in  love.  It’s  all  very  well  by  their  faci- 
nations  to  make  others  love  them,  but  when  they  love 
others,  it’s  the  very  devil. 


Re-enter  Manuel,  hastily,  l. 

Man.  Pen,  ink,  and  paper!  [Timeo  points  to  the  table, 
r.]  Another  blow  for  gentle  Genevieve!  [Writing  and  re¬ 
peating.]  “  I  come  from  having  slain  a  man  in  a  duel — 
no,  no  !  a  simpleton,  who  has  dared  to  speak  in  your  dis¬ 
praise,  and  am  forced  to  fly." 

Enter  two  Alguazils,  l. 

First  A.  You  are  our  prisoner. 

Man.  [  Writing  and  repeating.]  “  It  is  too  late  !  Iam 
arrested,  and,  cannot  fly.  Yours,  till  death,  Manuel.” 
[Folding  the  letter,  and  directing  it.]  “  To  the  Signora  Ge¬ 
nevieve .”  [Giving  it  to  Timeo.]  See  that  this  be  delivered 
instantly.  [To  the  Alguazils.]  Now  I  am  ready. 

[Exeunt  Manuel  with  the  Alguazils,  l. 

Timeo.  A  duel !  That’s  a  sad  affair.  A  law  for  the 
prevention  of  dueling  has  lately  passed,  enacting  that  the 
survivor  should  be  sent  to  the  gallies.  The  devil  himself 
seems  to  have  put  his  hoof  into  our  theatre  to-night !  But 
no  matter  ;  the  wicked  old  gentleman  has  come  to  a  good 
house,  for  it’s  crowded  up  to  the  ceiling.  [Loud  applause 
without.]  So,  the  curtain  has  fallen  ;  and  if  we  may  judge 
from  the  loud  applause,  the  success  of  the  new  actress  must 
have  been  prodigious. 


Re-enter  Genevieve,  supported  by  Pascalina,  c.  d. 

Timeo.  [Presenting  the  letter  to  Genevieve.]  A  billet 
doux,  signora. 

c  3 
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Gen.  I  will  read  it  when  1  am  more  at  leisure. 

Timeo.  ’Tis  from  the  Signor  Manuel. 

Gen.  Give  it  me.  [ Opening  and  reading  it  hurriedly.) 
A  duel — in  defence  of  me — an  antagonist  slain !  then  will 
the  gallies  be  his  punishment. 

Re-enter  Omphale,  l.  s.  e. —  Genevieve  rushes  to  her. 

You  know  what  I  would  ask. 

Omp.  To  save  your  lover  from  the  arm  of  the  law.  I 
do  not  like  a  divided  heart.  Instantly  quit  Madrid,  and  I 
will  do  it. 

Gen.  Will  you  swear  it  ? 

Omp.  Heart  and  soul. 

Gen.  Then  I  promise. 

Enter  the  Corps  Dramatique,  headed  by  Garcia,  the 
Director,  bearing  a  coronet  of  gold ,  and,  followed  by  a 
crowd  of  Spanish  Nobility. 

Gar.  [To  Genevieve.)  As  a  token  of  their  admiration,  a 
deputation  from  the  public  have  desired  me  to  present  you 
with  this  laurel  crown. 

Omp.  [Advancing ,  c.]  Which  I  myself  will  place  upon 
the  head  of  Thalia’s  daughter. 

Gar.  And  so  great  and  signal  is  your  success,  that  I  am 
commanded  to  induce  you  to  continue  here,  and  offer  you — 
Gen.  It  would  be  useless  ;  I  would  not  act  again  in 
Madrid  were  you  to  offer  millions. 

[Staggers  and  falls  in  a  lethargy ,  and  the  scene  closes. 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — A  Grand  Hall  of  Festival,  brilliantly  illu¬ 
minated— folding  doors,  c.  f.,  opening  into  a  garden. 

Count  Pampeluna,  Count  Romero,  Sir  Thadeus 
Oldcastle,  and  Monsieur  Miluefleur,  masked — 
Manuel,  elegantly  dressed,  and  unmasked,  siting  on  a 
sofa,  l.,  apart  from  the  rest,  discovered. 

Enter  Dancers,  c.  f. 

A  MASQUED  BALL. 

[Exeunt  Dancers,  some  of  them  into  the  garden,  and 
others  into  the  apartments,  u. 
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Pam.  [ Crossing  to  Manuel.']  Present  you  with  a  bridal 
ring  !  [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  If  the  clouds  were  to  fall, 
we  might  fill  our  cages  with  canaries.  I  would  wager  a 
thousand  ducats  against  your  Andalusian  horse,  Count  To¬ 
reador — for  I  find  you  are  by  that  name  ennobled — that  this 
fabled  ring  will  for  many  a  year  be  unpresented.  By  the 
great  toe  of  St.  Thomas  1  1  make  oath,  that  if  I  gain  this 
wager,  as  I  undoubtedly  shall,  I  will  bestride  the  animal  in 
the  next  arena  fight,  and  brilliantly  encounter  with  the 
bull.  It  will  be  hard,  indeed,  if  a  Toreador  can  so  easily 
become  a  count,  that  a  count  cannot  as  easily  become  a 
Toreador. 

Man.  It  was  not  my  fortune  to  be  born  a  count  ;  the 
honour  of  that  imposing  difficulty  was  denied  to  me ;  but 
I  tell  you  for  your  own  guidance,  that  it  is  easier  far  to  be 
born  a  count,  than  to  become  a  Tordador,  and  overcome  a 
bull.  But  you  would  quarrel  with  me  ? 

Pam.  You  have  it. 

Man.  [Drawing .]  Be  it  so  ! 

[They  fight — Sir  Thadeus  draws  and  flourishes  his 
rapier ,  and  encourages  the  combatants. 

Rom.  Well  thrust,  Count  Pampeluna  !  Now  ! 

Sir  T.  Kill  him — destroy  him — kill  him  over  again  ! 

Man.  [Disarming  Pampeluna.]  Now  are  you  satisfied  ? 

Pam.  I  am. 

[He  snatches  up  his  rapier ,  and  exits ,  hastily ,  l. — 
exeunt  all  but  Manuel,  c.  d.  f. 

Enter  Tempesta,  l.  u.  e.,  dressed  as  an  astrologer ,  with 
a  divining  book  in  his  hand. 

Man.  (l.  c.)  Unfortunate  that  I  am  !  My  blood  must 
be  at  fever  heat,  or  every  fool  could  not  thus  in  a  moment 
stir  it. 

Tern.  [Advancing  to  Manuel.]  Shall  I  tell  you  your 
fortune  ? 

Man.  What — who  are  you  ? 

Tern.  A  fortune  teller  to  the  world — a  friend  to  it . 

Man.  [Starting.]  That  voice — 

Tern.  Is  that  of  old  Tempesta  :  will  you  listen  to  it  ? 
Many  have  done  so,  and  to  some  profit.  Good  advice  is  a 
most  excellent  thing  when  given  with  a  good  intention.  So, 
you  are  not  happy  yet,  I  see. 

Man.  Happy  ! — No  !  Pleasure  brings  lassitude,  and 
leaves  me  feeble,  while  idleness  generates  spleen,  and  ren¬ 
ders  me  wretched.  When  I  look  upon  the  past,  I  regret 
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with  bitterness  the  present.  No,  old  man,  I  cann^^rget 
!  Genevieve-not  even  in  the  wine  cup  can  I  bury  the 
remembrance  of  her.  It  is  now  a  month  since  we  parted, 
and  in  that  time,  though  I  have  tasted  every  accepted 
pleasure,  I  am  joyless,  and  have  gained  by  the  change  but 

the  poison  of  remorse. 

Tem.  You  have  gained  friends 

Man.  Friends!  Yes,  sleeve-laughers— men  who  hate 
me  in  their  hearts,  but  have  not  courage  to  tell  me  so. 

Tem.  What !  all  cowards  ? 

Man  No,  not  all.  Two  such  friends,  who  had  sufficient 
candour  to  show  their  bitterness,  it  was  my  fate  to  slay 

in  a  duel ;  and  it  required  Omphale’s  strongest  interest  o 
screen  me  from  the  consequence.  ’Sdeath  .  if  I  light  with 
all  who  dislike  and  envy  me,  my  hand  will  ever  be  on  my 

sword’s  hilt.  .  .  .  , 

Tem.  This  is  the  effect  of  being  placed  in  an  equivoval 

situation.  You  must  marry  the  Duchess,  and  she  must 
perform  her  part  in  the  legendary  song. 

Man.  Good  !  As  yet  we  are  sinless.  I  will  either  be 
the  duke,  and  master  of  this  proud  palace,  or  a  stranger  to 
it  for  ever !  tExlt’  L’ 

Enter  Omphale,  c.  f. 


Omp.  You.  have  done  well  to  meet  me  here.  It  is  the 
desire  of  Manuel  that  I  should  publicly  acknowledge  him 
my  lord,  by  presenting  him  with  a  plain  gold  ring.  His 
wishes  are  my  will. 

Tem.  You  will  marry  him  ? 

Omp.  Why  not,  if  he  will  marry  me  ? 

Tem.  Be  not  too  hasty.  I  have  news  for  you,  great 
Duchess,  that  will  make  you  tremble. 

Omp.  It  must  be  news  indeed  to  make  me  tremble. 

Tem.  Learn  then  that  Juan,  your  former  lover,  has  es¬ 
caped  from  his  loathsome  dungeon. 

Omp .  [Recoiling .]  Juan!  How  did  you  discover  that? 

Tem.  I  discover  everything.  I  tell  you  that  he  has 
broken  his  chains,  and  roams  abroad  with  a  hand  armed 
with  the  knife  of  malice,  and  a  heart  hardened  by  vengeance. 

Omp.  We  will  put  bravoes  on  his  track. 

Tem.  Not  we  ;  I  will  not  embrue  my  bands  in  blood. 

Omp.  Tell  me  then  whither  has  he  fled  ? 

Tem.  I  cannot. 

Omp.  I  must  know.  Back  to  your  cellar — consult  your 
books — the  stars — do  anything  ! 
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Tem.  I’ll  raise  the  devil,  and  ask  him. 

[Exit,  suddenly ,  l.  u.  b. 

Re-enter  Manuel,  l. 

Man.  My  own,  fair  Duchess  ! 

Omp.  My  Manuel !  a  thought  has  of  late  come  over  me, 
and  a  strange  one.  How  many  persons  did  you  ever  love 
sincerely  ? 

Man.  Three — you  above  all.  The  second — but  we  will 
not  speak  of  her.  The  third,  a  brother. 

Omp.  Ha  i 

Man.  A  twin-brother  ;  a  wanderer  whom  I  have  not 
seen  for  years.  Alas  !  poor  Juan  ! 

Omp.  But  tell  me  where  first  you  met  this  Genevieve. 

Man.  In  a  village  near  Seville.  I  was  then  travelling 
with  a  rich  merchant,  who  had  just  arrived  from  the  Ha- 
vannah.  He  saw  Genevieve,  and  at  a  glance  become  her 
slave;  he  charged  me  with  a  message  to  her,  offering  his 
hand  and  wealth,  which  she  modestly  refused  ;  aud  when  I 
was  about  to  depart,  she  looked  tenderly  on  me  and  burst 
into  tears. 

Omp.  Enough  !  Manuel,  I  have  a  small  token  to  pre¬ 
sent  to  you,  which  will  speak  my  love  largely.  Call  in  your 
friends,  that  they  may  witness  the  nature  of  the  present. 

Man.  [Going.]  I’ll  call  in  the  company,  and  if  one  of 
the  thousand  here  be  a  friend  to  any  but  himself,  then  I  am 
most  fortunate.  [Exit,  l.  u.  e. 

Omp.  I  am  walking  over  a  volcano  ;  my  credit  at  court 
is  falling  to  decay,  and  the  presence  of  the  hated  Juan  may 
complete  my  ruin.  Genevieve  also  !  Torture  !  Let  her 
hide  her  head  at  Seville,  and  come  not  near  my  desolating 
scorn  ! 

Enter  Genevieve,  c.  f. — she  kneels  before  the  Duchess, 
casts  back  the  hood  of  her  capot,  and  discoveres  herself. 

Omp.  [Starting.]  Are  you  mad  ? 

Gen.  I  cannot  tell  ;  I  only  know  that  I  am  wretched. 
I  come  not  to  you  with  hatred  in  my  heart — that  has 
past  away.  I  am  subdued,  and  come  to  you  a  suppliant. 

Omp.  Begone  !  No  !  not  yet — not  yet !  Witness  the 
pulses  of  the  heart  beat  faster  as  Omphale  triumphs  ! 

Gen.  [Rising.]  Kill  me  if  you  will,  but  listen  to  me. 

Omp.  No,  no  !  mine  be  the  task  to  tell  the  bitter  tale, 
and  yours  the  simpler  one  to  listen  to  its  terrors.  Manuel 
no  longer  loves  you  ;  the  memory  of  Genevieve  has  faded 
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away  like  the  dark  dream  of  a  troubled  night  before  the 
morning’s  sun. 

Gen.  Give  me  back  my  Manuel,  and  I  will  bless  you. 
You  are  of  noble  rank  ;  make  a  sacrifice  worthy  of  it,  and 
your  conscience  may  be  as  clear  as  a  cloudless  sky.  You, 
lady,  have  riches,  influence,  rank — nay,  every  worldly 
good.  You  do  not  answer  me.  There  is  an  eloquence  in 
your  silence  that  speaks  from  your  heart.  You  will  not 
withhold  him  from  me  ?  Ha  !  a  tear  stands  in  your  eye — 
the  chain  is  broken — Manuel  is  mine  again ! 

Omp.  You  have  broken  your  oath  :  you  swore  not  to 
come  back  to  Madrid  without  my  sanction. 

Gen.  I  have  broken  my  promise.  My  vow  was  on  my 
lip,  not  in  my  heart ;  and  though  ’twas  a  promise,  extorted 
by  fraud,  1  tremble  at  the  anathema  of  that  high  Power 
I  invoked  to  witness  it. 

Omp.  A  fraud  ? 

Gen.  Aye ;  ’twas  you  who  invented  the  duel ;  and  Es- 
tercolar  mimicked  death  that  you  might  profit  by  the  sta- 
tagem.  [She  draws  over  the  hood  of  the  pilgrim's  domino. 

Omp.  What !  [ Calling  off.]  Ho  1  varlets  ! 

Re-enter  Manuel,  Noblemen ,  and  Ladies  and  Gentlemen , 

c.  D.  F. 

Signoras,  lords,  and  gentlemen,  I  bade  ye  hither  to  wit¬ 
ness  a  solemn  compact.  There  is  an  old  song  which  says, 
“  That  a  Duchess  shall  present  a  Toreador  with  a  wedding 
ring.”  Manuel,  to  thee  do  I  give  this  as  a  pledge  of  a 
wife’s  love.  [Presenting  a  ring.]  Take  it!  Enough;  give 
back  the  pledge — [Stretchmg  out  her  hand.] — place  it  on 
my  finger  ! 

Gen.  [Coming  forward  hastily ,  and  holding  out  her's.] 
Place  it  on  mine  !  [Throws  of  her  domino. 

Man.  I  will,  my  Genevieve — my  wife  ! 

[He.  puts  the  ring  on  her  finger — she  utters  an  hys¬ 
terical  sigh,  and  faints  in  his  arms. 

Omp.  His  wife!  Signors!  nobles!  if  ye  are  men,  snatch 
from  the  signora’s  grasp  that  fatal  ring. 

Man.  [Drawing  his  sword.]  ’Tis  hers  ;  and  the  robber 
who  would  take  it  from  her  must  with  it  take  my  life. 

[Manuel  stands  on  the  defensive. ,  and  the  scene  closes 
amidst  loud  cries  of 11  Long  live  the  noble  Toreador, 
Count  Manuel !” 
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SCENE  II. — A  lonely  Street  in  Madrid — Estercolar' s 
House ,  with  the  red  cross  on  the  door. 

Enter  Sombrone  in  rays ,  l.,  eating  part  of  a  coarse  loaf, 
and  about  to  pare  an  onion  with  his  poignard, 

Som.  I  have  not  yet  made  up  my  mind  whether  with 
this  knife  to  cut  my  throat  or  pare  my  onion.  Yet,  now  I 
think  on’t,  ’twill  be  much  easier  to  stick  my  onion  than 
myself ; — besides,  ’tis  a  cleaner  and  pleasanter  operation 
to  thrust  an  onion  down  one’s  gullet,  than  a  poignard  into 
it.  So  I’ll  e’en  save  my  throat  till  to-morrow,  and  con¬ 
template  the  things  most  hard  to  bear.  ’Tis  hard,  wretch 
that  I  am,  to  speculate  on  an  hearafter — [ Looking  off ,  r.] 
Umph  !  what  steps  come  through  yonder  gloom  ?  A  male 
and  female  —  the  female,  too,  of  high  degree,  and  the 
male — By  the  light  of  the  torch  upon  his  face,  may  aqua- 
diente  be  my  poison,  if  it  isn’t  Estercolar !  I  owe  that  var- 
let  an  ill  turn  for  ousting  me  from  the  sei'vice  of  the  Du¬ 
chess  Omphale.  Egad!  here’s  the  Duchess  herself! — 
What  can  bring  her  to  the  door  of  the  house  of  the  red 
cross  ?  I  will  get  under  my  cloak  and  listen. 

[ Lies  on  the  ground ,  l.  c.,  and  pulls  the  cloak  over  him. 

Enter  Estercolar,  bearing  a  torch ,  and  Omphale,  r. 

Omp.  My  mind  is  resolved  !  If  she  gives  not  back  the 
ring,  she  dies  !  Have  you  the  harquebus  ? 

Est.  (c.)  Under  my  cloak. 

Omp.  (r.  c.)  Come,  repeat  again  your  plan,  that  we 
meet  with  no  obstruction. 

Est.  There  is  an  adjoining  room  where  she  sleeps  ; 
from  this  she  must  be  decoyed.  Next  to  this  room  is  a 
smaller  one  marked  with  a  red  cross.  It  has  already  been 
the  scene  of  murder,  and  is  therefore  the  better  fitted  for 
our  purpose.  Here  will  I  conceal  myself.  One  of  the  pan- 
nels  of  the  door  is  partly  shattered,  and  enough  so  for  me  to 
insert  the  mouth  of  my  harquebus,  and  to  see  my  object. 

Omp.  Do  not  fire  till  I  drop  my  kerchief  thus.  [ Drops  it. 

Est.  No. 

Omp.  Take  steady  aim,  and  be  sure  you  do  not  miss.  I 
should  be  loth  to  see  her  linger. 

Est.  So  should  I.  I  have  procured  a  saddled  horse ; 
and  it  is  understood  that  after  this  deed  is  accomplished, 
we  each  keep  our  secret,  and  never  meet  again. 

[Holds  out  his  hand. 
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Omp.  Why  do  you  hold  forth  your  hand  ? 

Est.  For  the  order  of  a  thousand  ducats  upon  your 
banker  at  Mexico. 

Omp.  What  warrantry  have  I  that  you  will  perform  your 
promise  ? 

Est.  And  what  guarrantee  have  I  that  you  will  perform 
yours  ? 

Omp.  You  are  insolent ;  but  there’s  the  order.  [Gives  it. 
Est.  You  are  not  over  compliant;  but  this  is  our  last 
transaction.  All  seems  silent.  Stay  here  whiie  I  ascend 
and  listen. 

[He  takes  the  key  out  cf  his  pocket,  carefully  opens 
the  door  of  the  red  cross,  and  exits. 

Omp.  That  man  is  dangerous  even  at  a  distance.  He 
knows  too  much.  I  would  pay  one  well  to  cut  him  off. — 
[Stumbling  against  Sombrone,  and  recoiling .]  What’s  this  ? 

Som.  A  stumbling  block  to  many,  but  I  trust  not  unto 
you.  Do  not  go  back ;  I  am  he  of  whom  you  stand  in  need. 
I’ve  heard  your  whispered  thought  and  plan.  You  wish  to 
get  rid  of  Estercolar.  So  do  I.  I  am  cousin  and  next  of 
kin  to  him ;  and  when  he  dies,  this  accursed  house  and 
all  his  wealth  will  be  mine. 

Omp.  Do  you  mean  that  you  dare  slay  Estercolar  ? 

Som.  Dare  I  not  ? 

Omp.  Are  you  armed  ? 

Som.  With  sword  and  pistols.  Ha!  he  returns.  I  will 
away,  and  set  free  his  horse  ;  and  as  he  descends  from  your 
work,  I  will  be  under  the  window,  and  give  him  the  con¬ 
tents  of  these.  [Showing  pistols .]  Till  we  meet  again,  good 
day.  [Exit,  r. 

Re-enter  Estercolar  at  the  door,  c.  f.,  looking  after  him. 

Est.  [Aside.~\  I  think  that  was  Sombrone,  who  this 
moment  passed.  If  so,  there  is  something  wrrong.  [To 
Omphale .]  All  is  quiet.  Are  you  ready,  lady  ? 

Omp.  Quite.  [Exeunt,  l. 

SCENE  III. — A  gloomy  Chamber  in  the  House  of  Es¬ 
tercolar,  wretchedly  furnished — a  small  table,  with  a 
candle,  c. — the  entrance  to  the  cellar,  i„  s.  e. — a  small 
door,  with  a  shattered  panel,  marked  with  a  red  croos, 
c.  f.,  and  a  large  one,  l.  f. 

Genevieve  and  Manuel,  in  an  humble  dress,  discovered 
seated  at  the  table . 

Man .  What  followed  ? 
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Gen.  After  quitting  my  vocation,  I  resolved  on  a  slow, 
wasting  death ;  for  I  thought  my  end  seemed  necessary. 
With  this  intent  I  called  upon  Tempesta,  the  strange  ten¬ 
ant  of  the  cellar  here.  He  cheered  my  drooping  spirit  and 
bade  me  hope,  placed  me  in  the  lone  rooms  of  this  sombre 
blood-stained  house,  and  did  for  me  all  that  a  father  could. 

Man.  A  thousand  thanks  to  the  good  old  man.  Pardon 
my  errors,  sweet  Genevieve ;  my  repentance  is  sincere. — 
Collect  now  your  little  moveables ;  the  day  is  breaking, 
and  we  will,  stay  not  another  hour  in  Madrid.  Quick  !  be 
stirring.  I  have  hired,  and  will  haste  to  fetch,  a  peasant’s 
cart  for  the  occasion.  We  will  return  to  Seville,  and,  in 
its  vast  cathedral,  shall  be  united,  the  actress  inimitable 
and  the  Toreador,  who  ne’er  again  will  tremble. 

Gen.  Be  brief,  dear  Manuel. 

Man.  As  the  lightning  ! 

[ Exeunt ,  Manuel  l.,  and  Genevieve  into  the  apart¬ 
ment ,  L.  D.  F. 

Enter  Omphale  and  Estercolar,  r.  s.  e. 

Est.  [Pointing  to  the  broken  door ,  c.  f.]  Here  is  the 
room.  Shall  I  enter  ? 

Omp.  Aye,  but  do  not  fire  till  I  give  the  signal.  Her 
soul  may  yet  bow  to  mine ;  and  if  so,  as  much  as  I  hate 
her,  she  shall  escape  uninjured.  Away,  and  remember  the 
token — when  I  raise  my  arm  thus,  and  let  fall  my  kerchief. 

Est.  Trust  to  me.  I  will  remember  1  [Exit,  c.  d.  f. 

Omp.  [Stamping  on  the  floor,  and  calling.']  Genevieve, 
come  forth  ! 

Genevieve.  [  Without.]  Who’s  there  ? 

Omp.  [Stamping  impatiently .]  Come  forth !  you  have 
a  visitor. 

Re-enter  Genevieve,  l.  d.  f. 

Gen.  [Aside,  starting.]  The  Duchess !  Unpropitious 
meeting  !  [Aloud.]  What  seeks  the  mistress  of  a  palace  in 
this  wretched  chamber  ?  Leave  it,  for  it  is  mine 

Omp.  Where  is  Manuel  ? 

Gen.  Gone  to  prepare  for  our  departure. 

Re-enter  Manuel,  hastily,  l. 

Man.  [To  Genevieve.]  I  met  the  peasant  coming  on  his — 
Ha  !  the  Duchess  ! 

Omp.  [Going,  r.]  Manuel,  you  are  mine ;  follow  me  l 
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Man.  No,  no,  it  must  not  be  ! 

Omp.  What !  do  you  forsake  me  ? — hate  me  ?  I  who 
have  raised  you  to  the  highest  pinnacle  of  fortune  ! 

Man.  [ Crossing  to  c.]  Ambition  and  the  love  of  pas¬ 
sion  sleep  in  my  heart.  We  part  for  ever  ! 

Omp.  Then  all  is  over.  [St'tt&y  into  a  seat. 

Man.  Come,  Genevieve  ;  our  humble  equipage  awaits  us. 

Gen.  Go  1  I  will  but  say  farewell  to  old  Tempesta,  and 
then  I’ll  follow  you. 

Man.  [Going,  l.]  Speed  you,  love.  [Aside.']  Juan,  dear 
brother !  what  would  I  give  that  you  were  here  to  see  the 
happiness  of  this  bright  day  !  [Exit,  L. 

Gen.  [Goi?ig.]  Now  to  thank  the  good  Tempesta. 

Omp.  [Kneeling  at  the  feet  of  Genevieve.]  First  hear 
me ;  for  my  time — mine  has  come  for  supplication. 

Gen.  Arise,  lady,  and  save  yourself  the  abasement. 

Omp.  Take  half  my  fortune. 

Gen.  No  ! 

Omp.  [Rising.]  Take  all. 

Gen.  Not  a  coin. 

Omp.  Then  return  to  me  my  wedding-ring — mine — 
mine ! 

Gen.  Never,  while  I  have  life. 

Omp.  [Rushing  on  Genevieve.]  Then,  thus - 

Enter'  Tempesta,  l.  s.  e. 

Tern.  [Stepping  between  them.]  Back  ! 

Omp.  Why — why  are  you  here  ? 

Tem.  To  punish  you. 

Omp.  Psha !  age  has  frozen  up  your  strength.  Think 
you  the  rage  of  an  old  man  can  make  me  tremble  ? 

Tem.  Then  tremble  at  the  vengeance  of  a  young  one. 

Omp.  Who’s  ? 

Tem.  [Casting  off  the  cloak  of  the  astrologer.]  Juans  ! 

Omp.  [Recoiling,  and  leaning  on  a  chair  for  support.] 
I — I — I  do  tremble. 

Tem.  Hear  me,  then,  thou  breathing  form  of  titled  in¬ 
famy  !  [Pawses.]  As  the  shipwrecked  mariner  speaks  of  the 
troubles  and  tempests  he  has  encountered,  so  will  I  speak 
of  mine.  For  ten  long  years  have  I  been  the  inmate  of  a 
dungeon,  and  for  no  other  crime  than  that  of  having  sur¬ 
vived  your  love.  Not  satisfied  with  the  misery  you  had  al¬ 
ready  inflicted  on  me,  you  hired  asssassins  to  take  my  life. 
They  rushed  into  my  prison  to  accomplish  the  murderous 
deed,  they  failed,  and  I  gained  my  liberty.  The  gold  you 
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so  freely  paid  to  old  Tempesta,  for  the  revelation  of  his  as¬ 
trological  mysteries,  has  enabled  J uan  to  save  from  your  trea¬ 
cherous  snares,  the  victims  of  your  licentiousness  and  jea¬ 
lousy.  [. Drawing  a  poignard,  and  holding  it  over  Omphale .] 
Your  vengeance,  detested  woman,  is  defeated — this  is  the 
hour  for  mine ! 

Gen.  [Arresting  his  arm.]  In  mercy,  forbear  ! — do  not 
strike  ! 

Tem.  [ Casting  down  the  poignard .]  There  !  leave  us 
and  live. 

Re-enter  Manuel,  hastily ,  l. 

Man.  What  noise  is  this  ? 

Tem.  [Meeting  him.]  Manuel ! 

Man.  Juan! — my  brother  !  [They  embrace. 

Omp.  [Aside.]  Fool !  he  said  my  vengeance  was  de¬ 
feated  ; — he  knows  me  not !  Ha  !  my  hated  rival  is  now 
standing  apart — the  ball  of  death  will  reach  her,  and  I  shall 
triumph.  [Trembling.]  Now — now  for  the  signal !  [Greatly 
agitated.]  What  power  unseen  holds  down  my  nerveless 
arm  ?  Off,  off!  the  gripe  is  from  it !  It  falls  !  she  dies  ! 

[She  raises  her  arm,  and  lets  fall  the  kerchief — Es- 
tercolar  fres  through  the  broken  pannel — Omphale 
staggers  forward  a  few  paces,  and  drops  dead  in 
the  arms  of  Juan — the  doors  are  forced  open. — 
Alguazils,  Count  Pampeluna ,  Count  Rimero,  Som- 
brone,  and  others,  rush  in,  l.  d.  f.,  and  Estercolar, 
with  the  harquebus,  c.  d.  f. — Genevieve  and  Manuel 
bend  over  the  body  of  Omphale,  and  form  a  picture, 
as  the  curtain  falls. 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Alguazils.  Alguazils. 

Som.  Rim.  Manuel.  Gene.  Tempes.  Pam.  Ester. 
Body  of  Omphale. 

r.]  [l. 


the  end. 
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113BattleofSedgemoor 

114  The  Larboard  Fin 

115  Frederic  the  Great 

116  The  Turned  Head 

117  WappingOldStairs 

118  Man  with  the  Car- 

119  Hercules  [pet  Bag 

120  Female  Massarom 

121  Reform 

122  Fatal  Snow. Storm 

VOL.  XIV. 

123  Venus  in  Arm 
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